(hb {ili 


: 


— 


U 
K 
- 
* 
+. 
. 


r n 


* 


9 
© as 
3 2 
— 
= * 
7 * 


NITENT. 


FAIR PE 


1. 
iq; 


e dolorem. 
VI AG. An. lib. 


* 


ue av 


NICHOLAS ROWE, E 
Win morere, ut merita es, ferroq 


* 


1 


T RAGE D 


2 wh I 
Fi I A - Ba. 3 2 * 
* 5 1 N 
* * 
4 : * 
4 
» 
; * 
; ” 
A. 
- 
” ny 
n 


: 12 
5 
25 2 
1 * £5 
; * 3k 
1 
* 83 
0 bs 1 
1 ES, * 
— Toy aa 


. 


\— 'EDINBURG 


* 


BEES 
* n 
E 


3 


* 
e 

= - . 
* ? , 
_ 

* * — * 1 
W 4 ' b P 4 ; l 
* 9 . * 4 

4 — . 7 


n 

89 þ 

c 

, 0 
BE 

* 

9 N * * 8 a N f 

* 


0 % A am . e 


* 
OY 
wy wa 


NICHOLAS ROWE, Eg; 


HIS e poet was  defcended from an ancient 
Tx family. in Devonſhire, which had for many ages 
made a very good figure in that county, and was known 
by the name of the Rewe, of Lambertowne, Mr Rowe 
could trace his anceſtors in a direct line, up to the times 
of the holy war, in which one of them ſo diſtinguiſhed 
himſelf, that at his return he had the arms given him, 
which the family has borne ever ſinee; that being int 
thoſe days all the reward of military virtue, or of blood 
ſpilt in theſe expeditions, 

From that time. downward to Mr Rowe's father, the 
family betook tliemſelves to the frugal management of 2 
pon fortune, and the innocent pleafures of a country 

Having a handſome eftate, they lived beyond the 
fear of watt, or reach of envy. In all the changes of 
government, they are ſaid to have ever leaned towards 
the fide of public liberty, asd in that retired ſituatios 
of life have beheld, with grief and concern, the many 
encroachments thas have been made in it from time i" | 
time, . 
Our author was born at Little Berkford in Bedford 
ſhire, at the houſe of Jaſper Edwards, Eſq; his mother's 
father, in the year 1674. He began his education at 4 
private grammar- ſehoob i o Highgate ; but the taſte he 
tere acquired of rhe claſſic authors, was improved, aud 
nnn. he care of the famous Dr Buſby of Wen 
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minſter ſchool ; where, about the age of twelve years, 


he was choſen one of the King's ſcholars. Befides his 
{kill in the Latin and Greek languages, he had made a 
tolerable proficiency in the Hebrew : but poetry was his 
early bent, and darling ſtudy. He compoſed, at differ. 
ent times, feveral copies of verſes, upon various ſubjeds, 
both in Greek and Latin, and ſome in Engliſh, which 


were much admired, and the more fo, becauſe they were 


produced with ſo much facility, and ſeemed to flow from 
his imagination, as faſt as from his pen. 

His father, who was a ſerjeant at law, deſigning him 
for his own profeſſion, took him from that ſchool when 
he was about ſixteen years of age, and entered him a ſtu. 


dent in the Middle Temple, whereof himſelf was a mem- 


ber, that he might have him under his immediate care 
and inſtruction. Being capable of any part of knowledge 
to which he thought proper to apply, he made very re- 
markable advances in the ſtudy of the law, and was not 
content to know it as a collection of ſtatutes, or cuſtoms 
only, but as a ſyſtem founded upon right reaſon, and 
calculated for the good of mankind. Being afterwards 
called to the bar, he promiſed as fair to make a figure in 
that profeſſion as any of his cotemporaries, if the love 


of the belles lettres, and that of poetry in particular, 
had not ſtopped him in his career. To him there ap- 


peared more charms in Euripides, Sophocles, and ſ- 


.chylus, than in all the records of antiquity ; and when 
be came to diſcern the beamies of Shakeſpeare and Mil- 
ton, his ſoul was captivated beyond recovery, and he 
began to think with contempt of all other excellencies, 
when put in the balance with the enchantments of poetry | 
and genius. Mr Rowe had the beſt opportunities of ri- 
ſing to eminence in the law, by means of the patronage 

_ of Sir George Treby, Lord Chief Juſtice of the Com- 
mon Plens, who was fond of him to a very great degree, 
.and had it in his power to promote him ; but being over- 


come by his propenſion to poetry, and his firſt tragedy, 
called the Ambitious Stepmother, meeting with univerſal 
applauſe, he laid aſide all thoughts of the law. The Am- 
bitiaus Stepmother was ous author's firſt attempt in the 
drama, written. by him in the twenty-fifth: year of his 
age, 
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„ ef the language, (ſays Mr Welwood), the juſtneſs of 
is Wl © his 9 noble elevation of the femiments, 
a were all of them admirably adapted to the plan of the 
ok Ambitious Stepmither, being the firſt, is conduct - 
ed with leſs judgment than any other of 9 
dies: it has an infinite deal of fire in it; the buſineſs is 
precipitate, and the charactets active; and, what is ſome- 
what remarkable, the Author never after wrote à play 
with ſo much elevation. Critics have complained of the 
ſameneſs of his poetry; that he makes all his characters 
ſpeak equally elegant, and has not attended ſufficiently 
to the manners. This uniformity of verſification, in the 
opinion of ſome, has ſpoiled our modern tragedies; as 
poetry is made to ſupply nature, and declamation cha- 
racers. Whether this obſervation is well founded, we 
ſhall not at preſent examine, only remark, that if any 
poet has a right to be forgiven for this error, Mr Rowe: 
| certainly has, as his cadence is the ſweeteſt in the world, 
his ſentiments juſt, and his language elegant. Our Au- 

| thor wrote ſeveral other trage dies; but that which he 
ralued himſelf moſt upon, fays Welwood, was hie Ta- 
merlane; acted at the theatre in Lincoln's-Iun-Fielda, 

and dedicated to the Marquis of Harrington. rg” ae 
In this play, (continues Welwood), he aimed at & 
parallel between the late King William and Tamerlane, 
and alſo Bajazet and a monarch who is ſince dead. 


© That glorious ambition in Tamerlane, to break tbe 


chains of enſlaved nations, and ſet mankind free from 
& the encroachments of Jawleſs power, are painted in the 
* moſt lively, as well as the moſt amiable colours. On 
© the other ſide, his manner of introducing on the ſtage, 
©. a prince whole chief aim is to perpetuate his name 10 
poſterity by that havoc and ruin he ſcatters through the 
© world, are all drawn with that pomp of horror and de- 
© teſtation, which ſuch monſtrous actions deſerve. And; 
© ſince nothing could be more calculated for raifing in 
© the minds of the audience a true paſſion for liberty, 
and a juſt abhorrence of flavery, how this play came 
to be diſcouraged, next to a prohibition, in the latter 
end of Queen Anne's reign, I leave it to others to give 
95 9 reaſon. S C 31 
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Tdus far Dr /Welwoad ;- who has endeavoured 10 
Pome eat the ſimilarity of the character of Tamerlane to 
thay ng William. Though: it is certainly true, that 
the Tamerlane of Rowe contains grander ſentiments than 

any of his other plays, yet it may be à matter of diſpute 
whether. Tamerlane ought to give name to the play; for. 
Tamerlans is victorious, and Bajazet the ſufferer. Be- 
ſides the fate of theſe two monarchs, there is likewiſe 
contained. in it, the epiſode of Moneſes and Arpaſia, 
which is of itſelf ſufficiently diſtreſsful to make the ſub- 
ject of a tragedy. The attention is diverted from the 
fal of Bajazet, which - ought to have been the main de- 
ſign, and bewildered in the fortunes of Moneſes and Ar- 
paſia, Axalle and Selimaz there are, in ſhort, in this 

lay, events enough for four; and in the variety and 
importance of them, Tamerlane and Bajazet muſt be too 
much degleted. All the characters of a play ſhould be 
ſubordinate to the leading one, and. their buſineſs. in the 
drama ſubſervient to promote his fate; but this per for- 
mance is not the tragedy: of Bajazet, or Tamerlane on- 
+ but likewiſe the tragedies of Moneſes and Arpaſia, 
and Selma. It is now performed annually, on 
the ich and 5th of November, in commemoration of the 
gun-powder treaſon, and the landing of King William in 
this realm, when an occaſional prologue is ſpoken. 

Adother tragedy of Mr Rowe's is he Fair Penitent, 

_ afted at the theatre in Lineoln's · Inn · Fields, and dedica- 
tech to the Ducheſs of Ormond : this is one of the moſt 

_ Giniſhed performances of eur Author. The charader of 
Sciolto the father is ſtrongly marked: Horatio's is the 
moſt amiable of all characters, and is ſo ſuſtained as to 
ſtrike am audience very forcibly. In this, as in the for- 
mer play, Mr Rowe is guilty: of a miſnomer; for his 
Caliſta has not the leaſt claim: to be called 74+ Fair Pe- 
mitent, which weuld be better changed 10 40 Fair Man- 


tam: for ſhe diſcovers not one pang of remorſe till the laſt 


act, and that ſeems to ariſe more from the external di- 
ſtreſs ta which ſhe: is then expoſed, than from any eom- 

Qions of conſcience, She ſtill Joves and doats on her 

L betrayer, though a maſt- infignificant. creature. In 
this character, Rowe has been true to the ſex, in draw- 
ing a woman, as ſhe generally is, fond of her 10 5 
725 we” r e 3 : t 
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but he bas not drawn u penitent. The character of 
Alamont'is ane af thoſe wiab, the preſent players ob 
ſerve, is the hardeſt to repreſent of any in the drama 3 
there is à Kind of meangels id him, joined with: an un- 
ſuſpecting honeſt heart, and a doating fond neſs for the 
ſalle ſaif one, that is very difficult to illuſtrate: this part 
bas, of late, been generally ginen to performers of but 
very moderate abilities; by which the play ſuffers pro- 
digioufly, and Altaniout,: who is really one of the m 
important perſons io the drama, is beheld with neglect, 
or perhaps with contempt, but ſeldom with pit y. Alta: 
mont, in the hands of a! goqd actor, would draw the 
eyes of the audience, got wichſtanding the bluftermg Lo. 
thario, and the ſuperior digaity of Horatio; for there is 
ſomething in Altamont to create our pity, and work ups 
on our compaſhon. i | 


The next tragedy Mr Rowe wrote was bis 'Uly/es, 
ated at the Queen's theatre, in the Hay»Market, and 
dedicated to the Earl of Godolphin. This pley is not 
at preſent in poſſeſſion of the ſtage, though it deſerves 
highly to be ſo, as the character of Penelope is an excel- 
lent example of conjugal fidelity; who, though her lord 
bad been ten years ablent from her, and various accounts 
bad been gien of his death, yet, notwithſtanding this, 
and the addreſſes of many royal ſuitors, the ved 
her heart for her Ulyſſes, who at laſt triumpfied over his 
enemies, and reſcueil his faithful queen from the perſecu - 
tion of her wooers.. This play has buſineſs, puſſion, and 
tragic propriety 0 ręecommend it. 

The next play Mr Rowe brought upon the ſtage, was 
his Raya Convert, adted at the Queens theatre, in the 
Hay- Market, and dedicated to the Earl of Hallifaxng. 
„His next was the: tragedy of June Shore; written in 
mutation of Shakeſpearet ſtyle, acted at the theatre- 
royal in Drury- lane, and dedicated to the Dake k 
Queenſberry and Dover. How Mr Rewe could imagine 
that this play is written at all in imitatinn of Shakeſpeare's 
AYyie, we cannot conceive; for ſo far as we ate able to 
judge, it bears not che leaſt reſemblance to chat of Shakes 

. The conduct of the def gu is regular, and in that 
ſe it partakes- not of | Shakeſpeare's: wildnek f the 


that 


"a 


vil EE IE OY 
mat it is very different from Shakeſpeare, whoſe excel. * 


lency does not conſiſt merely in the beauty of ſof: lan. , 
guage;'- or nightingale deſcriptions, but in the general ill © 

« of his drama, the boldneſs of the images, and the il * 
force of his charaQers,/\ - i 4 


Our Author 'afterwards brought upon the ſtage his 5 
Lady Jane Grey, dedicated to the Earl of Warwick; " 

| this play is juſtly in-poſſeſſion of the ſtage likewiſe. Mr g 
Edmund Smith, of Chriſt's Church, author of P4294 

and Hippolitus,' deſigned. writing a tragedy on this ſub- 

ject; and, at his death, left ſome looſe hints of ſentiments, + 

nud ſhort ſketches of ſcenes. From the laſt of theſe, Mr 

Rowe acknowledges he borrowed part of one, and inſert. 

ed it in his third act, viz, that between Lord Guildford F 
and Lady Jane, - 1 ol i5n 504 noel 2 

It may be juſtly ſaid: of all Rowe's tragedies, that ne- 
rer poet painted virtue, religion, and all the relative and Bl 
ſocial duties of life, in a more alluring dreſs, on the ſtage; 
nor were ever vice or impiety better expoſed to contempt 

%% od; nu nao al 443; 

IT The ſame principles of liberty he had early imbibed 
himſelf, ſeemed a part of his conſtitution, and appeared 
in every thing he wrote; and he took all occaſions that 
fell in his way, to make his talents ſubſervient to them. 
His muſe was ſo religiouſly chaſte, that I do not remem- 
ber, ſays Dr Welwood, one word in any of his plays or 

writings, that might admit of a double meaning in any 
point of decency or morals. There is nothing to be 
" - found in them to flatter a depraved populace, or humour 
u faſhionable folly. CE, Ons 
Mr Rowe's plays were written from the heart. He 
practiſed the virtue he admired, and he never, in his gay: 
eſt moments, ſuffered himſelf to talk looſely or lightly 
religious or moral ſabje&s'z; or to turn any thing 
3 or which good men reverenced as ſuch, into ri- 
: eee es 2 | 


Our Author wrote a comedy of three acts, called 20 
Biter. It was performed at the theatre in Lincoln's-Inn- 
Fields, but without ſucceſa, for Rowe's genius did not 
lie towards comedy. In a comverſation he had with Mr 
Dope, chat great poet adviſed him to reſeue the Queen of 
Scots from the hands of Banks; and to make that wy 
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to ſhine. 00-the, ſtage, with a laſtre equal to her character. 


Mr Rowe obſerved, in anſwer to this, that he was a. 
great admirer of Queen Kliſabeth; and as he could not 
well plan a play upon the Queen of Scots? ſtory, without 
introducing his favourite princeſs, who in that particular 
makes but an indifferent figure, he choſe to decline it: 
belides, he knew that if he favoured the northern lady, 
there was a ſtrong party concerned to cruſh it; and if he 
ſhould make her appear leſs great than ſhe was, and throw 


a ſhade over her Teal;endowments, he ſhould violate truth, 


and incur the diſpleaſure of a faction, which, though by 
far the minority, he knew would be yet too powerful for 


a poet to combat with, - | 


The; late Duke of Queenſberry, when ſecretary of 
ſtate, made Mr Rowe ſecretary for public affairs; and 
when that nobleman came to know him well, he was ne- 
ver more deli ghied than when in his company: after che 
Duke's death, all avenues were ſtopped to kis prefer ment; 
and during the. reſt of Queen Anne's reign, he paſſed his 
time with the Muſes and his books, and ſometimes with 


the conyerſation of his friends. 


2 


While Mc Rowe was thus without a patron, he went 
one day to pay his cou:t to the Earl of Oxford, Lord 
High Treaſurer of t.ngland, then at the head of the 
Tory faction, who aſked him, if he under ſtood Spaniſh | 
well? he anſwered, No: but imagining that his L. ord- 
ſhip might intend to fend him into Spain, on ſome ho- 


nou1able commiſſion, he preſently- added, that in a ſhort 
time he did not doubt but he ſhould preſently be able, 


both to underſtand and ſpeak it. The Earl approving 


of what be ſaid, Mr Rowe took his leave, and immedi- 


ately retired out of town to a private country farm; 
where, within a few months, he learned the Spaniſh 
tongue, and then waited again on the Earl to give him 


an account of his diligence. His Lordſhip aſking bim, 
if he was ſure he underſtood it thoroughly. 


: 


anſwering in the affitmative, the Earl burſt into an ex- 
clamation; How happy are you, Mr. Rowe, that you 
* can enjoy the pleaſure of reading, and underſtanding. 
Don Quixote in the original !* | Rey 2:4 and 
Thiy wanton cruchy infited by. bip Lardlbip, of wp 
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ſing expectation in the mind, that he never intended to 
gratify, needs only be told to excite indignation. 
Upon the acceſſion of King George 1 to the throne, 
Mr Rowe was made poet laureat, and one of the ſurvey. 
ors of the cuſtoms in the port of London. The Prince 
of Wales conferred on him the place of derk of his coun. 
cil, and the Lord Chancellor Parker made him his ſecre- 
—— for the preſentations, the very day he received the 
ſeals, and without his aſking it. 

He was twice married; firſt to a daughter of Mr Au- 
ditor Parſons; and afterwards to a daughter of Mr Deve- 
niſh, of 'a good family in Dorſetſhire. By his firſt wife 
he had a ſon, and by his ſecond a daughter, _ 

Mr Rowe died the 6th of December 1718, in the 
forty-fifth year of his age, like a Chriſtian and a philo- 
ſopher, and with an unfeigned reſignation to the will of 
God. He preſerved an evenneſs of temper to the laſt, 
and rook leave of his wife and friends, immediately before 
his laſt agony, with the ſame tranquillity of mind, as if 

he had been taking but a'ſhort journey, 

_ He was interred in Weſtminſter-Abbey, over agaiaſt 
Chaucer ; his body being attended with a vaſt number of 
friends, and the Dean and Chapter officiating at the fu- 

neral. A tomb was afterwards erected to his memory, 
by bis wife, for which Mr Pope wrote an epitaph, which 
we ſhall here inſert; not one word of which is hyperbo- 
lical, or more than he deſerves, 5 


| Thy reliques, Rowe ! to this ſad ſhrine we truſt, 
And near thy Shakeſpeare place thy honour'd buſt : 
Oh! next him ſkill'd/ro draw the tender tear, 
For never heart felt paſſion more ſincere: 
To nobler ſentiment to fire the brave, 
For never Briton more diſdain'd a ſlave ! 
Peace to thy gentle ſhade, and endleſs reſt, 
Bleſt in thy genius, in thy love too bleſt! 
And bleſt, that timely from our ſcene remov'd, 
Thy foul: enjoys the Rare fe ...... 22 
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To theſe, ſo mourn'd in death, ſo lov'd in life! 
The childleſs parent and the widow'd wife. 
With tears inſcribes this monumental ſtone, 
That holds their aſhes, and expects her own, 

© Mr. Rowe, as to his perſon, was graceful and well - 
made, his face regular, and of a mavly beauty; he had 
a quick and fruitful invention, a deep penetration, and 
« a large compaſs of thought, with a ſingular dexterity 
and eaſineſs in communicating, his opinions. He was 
« maſter of moſt parts of polite learning, eſpecially the 
« claſſic authors, both Greek and Latin; he underſtood 
the French, Italian and Spaniſh languages. He had 
* likewiſe read moſt of the Greek and Roman hiſtories 
© in their original languages; and moſt that are written 
in Engliſh, French, Italian and Spaniſh : he had a good 
taſte in philoſophy, and having a firm impreſſion of re- 
« ligion upon his mind, he took delight in divinity, and 
, ecclefiaftical hiſtory, in both which he made great ad- 
* yances in the times he retired to the country, which 
© were frequent. He expreſſed, upon all occaſions, his 
full perſuaſion of the truth of revealed religion; and 
© being a ſincere member of the eſtabliſhed church him- 
+ ſelf, he pitied, but condemned not thoſe who- differed 
t from him; he abhorred the principle of perfecuting 
men on account of religious opinions; and being ſtrict 
in his own, he took it not upon him to cenſure thoſe of 
another perſuaſion, His converfation was pleaſant, 
' witty, and learned, without the leaſt tincture of affeQa- 
tion or pedantry; and his inimitable way of diverting 
or enlivening the company, made it impoſſible for any 
* one to be out of humour when he was in it. Envy 
and detraction ſeemed to be entirely foreign to his con- 
* ſtitution; and whatever provocations he met with at 
any time, he paſſed them over, without the leaſt thought 
* of reſentment or revenge, There were not wanting 
*-ſome malevolent people, and ſome pretenders to poetry 
too, that would ſometimes bark at his beſt perform- 
ances; but he was too much conſcious of his own 
genius, and had ſo much good-nature as to forgive 
* them, nor could he ever be tempted to return them an 
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This; is the amiable character of Mr Rowe, drawn by 
Mr Welwood, to which we ſhall add the words of Mr 
Pope, in a letter to Edward Blount, Eſq; dated February 
the r1oth:11415. '* There was a vivacity and gaiety of 
* diſpoſition almoſt peculiar to Mr Rowe, which made it 
© impoſſible to part with him, without that uneafineſs 
# which generally facreeds all our pleaſures,” 
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Spoken by Mr BzTTzzTon. 
LING has the fate of kings and empires been 


The common busi'neſs of the tragic ſcene, 

As if Mi, fortune made the throne ber ſcat, 

And none cou d be unhappy but the great, 

Dearly, 'tis true, each buys. the crown be wears, 

And many are the mighty monarch's cares ; 8 

By foreign foes, and home-bred faction preſt, : 


Feu are the foys he knows, and ſhort his hours of refl. | | 
Stories like theſe with wonder we may bear *7 
But, far remote, and in a higher ſphere, | 
he ne'er can pity what we ne er can ſhare; | 
Like diſtant batthes of the Pole and Swede, " 
Which frugal citizens ver coffeereall, 9 
Careleſs for who ſhall fail, or who ſucceed, 


Therefore an humble theme our Author choſe, 
A melgncholy tale of private woe: n 
No princ is here loft royalty. bemoan, sn — 


But you ſhall meet with forrows like your own. 
Here ſee imperious Love his vaſſals treat 

As hardly as Ambition does the great ; 

See how ſucceeding paſſions rape by turns, 

How fierce the youth with joy and rapture buns, 
And how to death, for beauty loſt, he mourns. 
Let no nice taſle the poet's art arraign, 

If frme frail vicious characters he feign: 
Who writes ſhould ſtill let Nature be his care, 
Mix ſhades-with lights, and not paint all things fair, 
But ſheau you men and women as they are. DS 
With deference to the fair, he bade'me ſay, 4 
Few to perfection ever found the way: TER „ 
any in many parts are known t excel, 3 
But 'twere too hard for one to act all well, © G „ 
Whom juſtly life would through each ſcene commend, 9 
The maid, the wife, the miſtreſs, and the friends © 4 
This age, 'tis true, has one great inſtance ſeen, — x 
WH 4nd Heav'n, in juſtice, a that one a Queen. "» 
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SCIOLTO, a nobleman of Genoa, father to Call 
AzTanonr, a young lord, in love with Califta, and de- 
ſigned her huſband by Sciolto. 

foxaTiO, bis friend. SLE 

LoTHario, a young lord, and enemy to Altamont. 
Koss ano, his friend. 


Carts rA, daughter to Scion N ONES 
Livin ta, ſiſter to Altamont, and wife to ti 
Lena,, confidant to Caliſt a. 


8e NE, Sciolto's Palace and Gardens. 
n of theftrect near bh, in Genoa. 
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Enter Ae and Hoxar1o. | 


ALTAMONT. 


ET this auſpicious day be ever ered,” | 
No mourning, no misfortunes happen on on its. 
Let it de 'mark'd for triumphs and rejoicings „ 
Let happy lovers ever make it holy, 
Chuſe it to bleſs their hopes and cron their 
This happy day that gives me my Caliſta! 0 


Hor. Les, Altamont; - day thy better ſtars z 


Are join'd to ſhed their kindeſt iafluence. on hee; 
Sciolto's noble hand, that rgiv'd thee firſt t, 
Half. dead and drooping 0'er thy father's ere, v t 
Completes its; bounty, and reſtoree thy name- 


To that high rank and luſtre which it bone! 
Before ungrateful Genoa had forgor X get i 4 
The merit of thy god-like baker 5 s arms; n 
Before that country, which he long had 4 1 | 
In watchful. councils and in winter camps, t 


Had caft off his white age to want and eech, " 
And made their court ro-fuRion by his rum. 
Alt. Oh great Sciolto! Oh my more than. father! 92 


Let me not live, but at thy very name , 
My eager heart ſprings up and leaps with joy. 15 2 
When I for ed debt | owe the, ROK OO 


Forget (bot tis impoſſible) then r 5 ; 


uſe and privilege of reaſon, 75 
2244 8 
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He call'd us his, and, with a 0 8 deed, 


\ Bur fruitleſs tears. fv n! +; 
Urg'd and affiſted by Lothario's father, 


His venerable corpſe to reſt in eart, 


: | Who laugh at human nature and ee "NN 


| Tue man who ſay'd my life from deadly ſorrow, 
ad fark my bow wah wars — 
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To wander in the deſart among brutes, 
To bear the various fury of the ſeaſons, 


| 14 night's un wholeſome dew and noon-day's heat; 


the ſcorn of rſe pf H 
TT. So oßen, * 225 was Nan Me 
It reach'd even me, becauſe I was thy friend. 
When that great man I lov'd, thy noble father, 
Bequeath'd thy gentle fiſter 20 my arms, 

His laſt dear pledge and legacy of friendſhip, 
That happy tie made me Sciolto's ſon; 


4 
neſs, 


1 


rr 


Indulg'd us in his wealth, bleſs'd us With plent 
Heal'd all our cares, and fweeten'd love itſelf. 
Alt. By Heaven he found my for tunes fo abandon'd, 
That nothing but a miracle could raiſe em; 
My father's bounty, and the ſtate's ingratitude, 
Hai ſtripp'd him hare, nor left him evem a grave. 
Undone! Sr and ſinking; with his ruin, 
I had no wealth to bring, e to ene din * 


ab kr... 


ee eee eee 
And didſt it like a ſon.” When his hard Gti, 


oe to. thy houſe, and rival of their greatneſs): 
y ſentence of the cruel law, forbade "SPI 


Thou gav'ſt thyſelf a ranſom for his bones; e 
With piety uncommon didit give upp ae 
Thy hopeful youth to ſlaves who ne'er Kew. mercy, 
Sour, unrelenting, money-loving villains, 5 


And are, like ſfiende, the factors of deſtruction. 
Weg a, Who beheld: the pious act, approv'd it, | 
nd bade Sciolto's. bounty be its prowy, oo ot 


- 
wn CY % i) He rw Hood, Dh dd a I @ food 


; Tot bleſs thy filial virtue with abuadance,: - 


Alt. But ſee, he comes, the author of my "HEY 
Who bids my days be bleſt with peace and gle | 
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4 neren PENITEND: " 
Eler s haves: ts Kron, . 


Sci. 5 n * 
y to this happy morn that makes thee ming |. 1 
That kindly grants What Nature had deny'd ma, 
And makes me father of a ſon like the. 
Alt. My father ! Oh let me unload my breaſt, 
Pour out the fulneſs of my ſoul beſore you, 


54 


Shew ev'ry tender, every. grateful thought 7 _ i 
i This, wondroas goodneſs ftirs. _ But 3 . 4 
And utterance all is vile, ſince I. cao 1 


Swear you reign here, but never tell how much. 

Sci. It is enough: I know thee, thou art * * 
Goodneſs innate, and worth heteditar / ; 
Are in thy mind; thy noble father's virtues. | 
Spring freſhly forth and bloſſom in thy youth, - Kd 

Alt. Thus Heav'n from nothing rais d his fair crextiany 
And then with wondrous joy bebeld its beauty, 8 


Well pleas'd to ſee the excellence he gave. | we 
Sci. Oh noble youth! I ſwear, ſince firft 1 know thes 2 

| Ev'n fr wat day of rrows, when. L ſum thee- "i 
Adorn [ae lovely i in ty flial. ass 
The mou and redeemer of thy father, F 


I fet:thee down and ſeal'd thee for my o] W.. 
Thou art my fon, ev'n near me-as Califta. | 55 
Horatio and Lavinia too are mine: eee 7 ( "_ 
All are my ehildren, and ſhall ſhare my r . 
But wherefore waſte: we thus this happy day? 4 
The laughing minutes ſummon thee to joy, 
And with new pleaſures court thee as they BY 
Thy waiting bride e chides thee for. delaying... .. 
And ſwears thou com not with a bridegroom's 
Alt. Oh ! cou'd I hope there was one vn a; ya 


tamont, 

One kind . Cialifta's breaſl, 
The winds, with all their wingz, e tow, 
To bear me to her feet. For oh ! my father. Y 

- WH Amidi® the ſtream of joy that bears m W 1. 7 Wt 
eg ag iam, and N in your „ | 
rely ane. pain that hangs upon my mm | 
„ 1 4 


; 40 mA IN PEwrTE NE. A f. 4 
TT dh When,” at your i erceſſon. 1 A 
S | Laſt night Caliſta . my Lappen 
Joſt ere we parted, as I ſeal'd my vows A 
. ith rapture'on her lips, 1 found her cold” T 
1 As à dead lover's ſtatue on his tomb; A 
A rifing ſtorm of paſſion ſhook her brats, 
4 Her eyes a piteous ſhow'r of tears let fal, ö 0 
And then ſhe ſigh'd as if her heart was breaking. V 
With all the tendereſt eloquence of love, 4 
I begg d to be a ſharer in her grief; / . H 
But ſhe, with looks averſe, and eyes that froze me, H 
3 | Sadly reply'd, her ſorrows were her own, 
4 Nor in a father's power to diſpoſe of. | | 
3 | Sci, Away! it is the cozenage of their ſex, 1 
One of the common arts they practiſe on us, - L 
4 To ſigh and weep, then, wc or their hearts beat high Fi 
A Wich expectation of the coming joy. W 
3 Thou haſt in camps and fighting fields been bred, V 
3 | Unknowing i in the ſubtleties of Women: 4 
Y The virgin-bride, who ſwoons with deadly fer „ 
A To ſee the end of all her wiſhes near, | 1 
. When bluſhing from the light and public eyes, . A 
1 o the kind covert of the night the flies. 1 
5 "With equal ſires to meet the bridegroom moves, 1 
1 1 in his arms, and with a looſe ſhe loves, Lucas. 5 
n 
a I Enter Lor AAo ond. Ros: Ano. „ 
B * "Toth. The father and the husband! . 1 
./ Let them pas; 1. 
= 1 ſaw us not. eee grad ANA 0 
L... I care not ir wey 48: — 
TDi joog, I mean to meet him * 555 . ; 
3 'em with my triumph o'er Ca 2 
_— 72 You. bd het once G is wy 11 
. Luth. I lik d her, would have 3 SY 6 
But that it pleas d her father to refuſe me, 1 
T To make this honourable'foo} her Mufba e. V 
Por which, if ! forget him, qnay the ſname . 8 | 
= I mean to brand kis name with; ſtick on mine 


- . _ Rof. She; gentle ſoul, was kintler than ber faber. 3% 
55 Loth. She Vas; and oft in ptivate gave me ier, = 
* by long 9 we s le ke: 1 8 | 


. 


ant, The FAIR PENITENT; 'S: 7 


At length her eaſy heart was wholly. mine 
fp ve heard you oft deſcribe her, haughty, 8 


And > with high diſdain-: it moves my wonder 
That Me, thus defended, ſhould be Jed, 
A preyto looſe deſires. | 4 


Leib. Hear then, I'll tell thee, _ 
Once, in a lone and ſecret hour of night, 
When ey'ry eye was clos'd, and the pale moon 
And ſtars alone ſhone conſcious of the theft, 
Hot with the Tuſcan grape, and high in blood, | 
Haply I ſtole unheeded to her chamber. 

Roſ. That minute ſure was lucky, 

Loth. Oh, 'twas great! 
found the fond, believiog, love-ſick maid, | 
Looſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of wiſhes: 2 
Fierceneſs and pride, the guardians of her bonour, 
Were charm'd to reſt, and love alone was n 2 
Within her riſing boſom all was calm, 
As peaceful ſeas that know no ſtorms, and only _ ., 
Are gently lifted up and down by tides. | 
I ſaatch'd the glonous golden opportunity, 
And, with prevailing youthful ardour, preſs'd her, 


. 


* 7 
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Till, with ſhort ſigks, and murmuring reluctan cc 
The yielding fair-one gave me perfect happineſe. 
Ev'n all the live - long night we paſs'd in * od MEE 


In eeſtacies too ſierce to laſt for ever. 
At length the morn and cold indifference; came; 
When fully ſated with the luſcious banquet, 
I haſtily took leave, and left the nymph... 
o think on what was paſt, and ſigh done. 
Rof. You ſaw her ſoon again? 
Loth, Too ſoon I ſaw her: 0 1-48, 
or oh! that meeting was not like the 1 4 
found my heart no more beat high with tranſport... 4 
No more I ſigh'd and languiſh'd for enjoyment 3 I & 8 8 7 
Twas paſt, and reaſon took her turn to reign, 
Vhile:ev'ry weakneſs fell before her throne. 
Ref What of the lady? 55 75 1 7 80 hl 
Loth, With uneaſy fonduels Nen i : 
dhe hung upon me, wept, and ſigh'd and . 84 > 
Wi undone; talk'd of a prieſt and marriage .4 
d . ä *. from her father $ My; T3 


Calla 
on | 1 


4 4 
| — +; , þ THER. | 
CY 8 5 . 8 1 7 
A oy oo 534 2 82 7 


1 The PA Parser. 4 . . 
3 Call'd every ſaint and bleſſed angel down 
MM To witneſs for her bat he was my vile. W e 
1 BE I ſtarted: at that name. A, af 705 . i 
_ Roſ. What anſwer made you ? 30 | 
A Loth. None; but pretending ſodden Saga nel, | 
Eſcap'd the perſecution; z two nights ſince, i | 
By meſſage urg d, and frequent importunity, 
Again I ſaw her. Straight,” with tears and Got 3, | 
With ſwelling breaſts, with ſwooniog, with * dn, 
: With all the ſubtleties. and /pow'rful arte 4 
Of wilful woman lab' ring for het purpoſe, ' 
= Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeous tale. | 
” Unmor'd | begg'd her ſpare th! ungrateful ſubject, | 
1 Since I reſolv d, that love and peace of mind 5 | 
Might flouiiſh long inviolate betwixt us, . 5 
Never 10 load it with the marriage chain: 
That I would il} retain her in my heart, | | 
VI ever gentle miſtreſs gnd my friend; = | 
But for thoſe other names, of wife and huſband” | 
They only meant ill nature, cares, and n ö 
Ne How bore ſhe this reply? ö 
Loth. Ev'n as the earth, jen | | 
= When (winds pent up, or eating Gees ak | 
Shazkiag the mals) ſhe labours with deſtruction- 
At firſt her rage was dumb, and wanted . 
1 But, when the ſlorm found way, 'twas' wild and loud, | 
Mad as the prieftels of the Delphic god, | 25 | 
* Entbuſiaſtic paſſian ſwell'd her breaſt, N 
E  —Enlarg'd her voice; and ruffled all her form "ES | 
Proud, and diſdaruful of the love | proffer dd, | 
=. She call'd me villaio !- monſter ! bake betrayer ! br - 
2s laſt, in very bitterneſs of ſoul, ; 
4 Wich deadly imprecations on berſelf, 5 | | 
S zde you'd ſeverely ne'er to ſee me more: | | 
T "Then bade me flee that mihute: I obey d, | 
And, bowing, left her to grow cool at leiſure. 
Ne. She hav relented ſinee; elſe why this 1 N 
=: To meet the keeper of her ſecrets here Ie , 
Tbis morning? e : 


= Toth, Neuer gon: whom you nam 54. 5 1 
3 | 15 FEE e ' 
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Fele Leiten | 1 
Well, my ambaſſadreſs, what muſt he treat of? 5 


Come you to menace war and proud de 


Or does the peaceful olive grace Mage ? 6. 7 
Is your fair miſtreſs calmer” Dogs ſhe ſoften ae, 4 
And muſt we love again? Perhaps ſhe means | 
To tteat in junction wich Rer newally /, IF 


And make her huſband party to th' agreement. % 

Luc, Is this Well done, my Lord? Have you prof 
All ſenſe of human nature? Keep'a lietle, 4 $97, . 
A little pity to diſtinguiſh manhood,” brett kick 
Leſt other men, tho* cruel, ſhould Aiſdain —_— 
And judge you to be number'd wih the wre n 

Loth. | ſee thou'ſt learnt to rail. | Wop: 

Luc. I've learbt to wee 


That leſſon my ſad miſtreſs 0 oRes eiter _— $5 | 
By day ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy ſhade | gy x 7 
To hide her ſorrows from the prying en 94s 51667 et 7 


At night ſhe watches all the long long hours, 
And liſtens to the winds and beating fan,, 
With ſighs as loud, and tears that fall as falt; OM ie 


Then, ever and anon, ſhe wrings Her _ J 6 til 6&3 
And cries, Falſe, falſe Lothario! en) . 

Loth: Oh, no ref e N ; 
I ſwear chou' lt ſpoil thy pretty 8 ich n en . ; 
And thou haſt beauty that may make thy fortune ; 25 0 174. 
Some keeping cardinal ſhall doat upon tee; "<a 1 £) 
And barter his church-treaſure for hy freſhneſs.” 1 1 54 


Luc. What |: ſhalt T fell my rec e hea * we 7 
For wealth ar titles, to perfidious mam! | 1 
To man! who makes his mirth of our . ! 
The baſe, profeſs d bertayer of our ſex: 

Let me grow ald in all misfortunes elſe, '- © 
Rather than know tbe ſorrows of ea. n eee 
Loth. Does ſhe fend thee to chide in her behalf? 

I ſwear thou doſt it with ſo good a grace, 
That I could almoſt love thee for thy frowning. 
Luc. Read ts "ay Lord, there,” in her own fad bend * 
i 31 OE — DE e 
Which beſt can-tell the ſtory of hae woes, 
be * or heart which your unkindneſs gives her. 
B | Love ; 


. 


- "x 
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r.. Altamont IPO 
By Heav'n'tis well! Sack ever be We Bis 
With which I greet the man n wy baba. [je 
= to go on! | 
to · morro of e . 
men, I ſee,. can change a8 well as men; 
She ug writes me here, forſaken as I am, 
That I ſhould bind my brows with mouraful willow, 
For ſhe has gi ven her hand to Altamont : — 
Yet tell the 3 e | 
Lac. How, my Lord? | 
Loth, Nay, no more angry 6s BY fag to Calif, 
The humbleſt of her ſlaves ſhall wait hos: pleaſure, . 
It ſhe can leave her happy buſband's arms 
To think open o loſt a Jing un L em- 5 
Luc. Alas] ſor pity come with e . 
Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumph ; - 
And, tho“ u love her nat, yet ſwear you wh FF; 
* ſhall ing once be virtuous i 2775 
Lob. Ha ! who comes here? 
Luc. The bridgroom's friend, MG, 
n muſt not ſee ern . 
Be at the garden -gste, ; 
Loth. Bear to my lobe | 127 
Muy kindeft . and feen l will not xt fall . 3 


ene letter haſtily," dreps it as be goes 5 


e W and Ro. on⸗ oe Es r 
OP Ener Hoaa rio. 5 ny 

2 Sure . nee of my * 
Miez 1 dream, or I beheld Lothar; 
He ſeem d tconferting with Caliſta /s woman 15 
At my 8 they flarted and Ftetir d. 
What buſineſs could he have bere, db wick — 
ES know he bears the noble Altamont” 41263 Lap 
3 Wr _— 2 
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Aa. The FAIR PENITENT.. 33 
Ha! To-Lochario n ar . 


Confuion and mitfortunes! Tru! 
” % Wir "TR 


4a Yeu crocky has at length determined me, and! 
« have reſolved this morning wo Yield a perfeRt obedience w_— 
% ta my father, and to give my hand to Altamont, in % 

* ſpite of my weakneſs'far the falſe Lothario. I cooks | 
10 1 I had that heart and that honour to be- 
« ſtow wich 5 which you have robb'd me of:? 
— Damnation | To the reſt —— _ [ Reads again, 
But oh ! I fear, could I tetrieve tem, 1 thould again 
60 4 2 by the too faithleſs, yet too lovely Lotha- 
« rio. This is the laſt weakneſs of my pen, and to- 
6 kn Ft ſhall be the laſt in which I will indulge my 
« eyes. Lucilla ſhall conduct you; if you are kind e- 
« nough to let me ſee you, it n de the laſt trouble yoo 


« ſhall meet with from 5 
1 The hf Carer,” 0 
The loſt indeed ! i ear ab ne. ft 725 


As there can be perdition. Fire and * K. 1 
Hell is the ſole avenger of ſuch erimess. 7 
Oh that the ruin were but all thy own! _ . 
Thou wilt ern make thy father curſe his * „ 
At ſight of this black ſeroli the e. — „ 
* 'gh I know his heart is 1 8 

hall droop and hang his iſcontented b head, . 
Like merit ſcorn'd by infolent;, authority, 


And never grace the public with his virtues, 
Perhaps ed now he gazes fondly'on herr 
And, hinkiog ſoul and body boch alike, -- . 


Bleſſes the perfect workmanſhip of Heav'n, N 

Then, fighing, to his ev'ry care fpeaks peace, : 

And bids his heart be Catisfy'd with happineſs, * 4 
Oh, wretched huſband! wile ſhe bangs about thee | 2 
With idle blandiſhments, und plays the fond one, f ©, 75 48 
Ev'n then her hot imagination wanders, 2 eg . e 4 
Contriving riot, and looſe ſcapes of love, '  _ 4 
And, wits the claſps thee cloſe, makes thee a monſter, 9 


4 What if give this paper to her father? K 
8 * * his * dooms her dead, e 8 
Mo B 2 5 RY 
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=. And ks his heart with ſorrow 4 hard return 
Por all the good his hand bas heap'd on „ 
1 * let me take a moment's bought. i 


Enter. * 


B La My Lord!” 
be: Tull me it joys my heart 1 is found 3 you. 
Enquiring wherefore thou hadſt left the company 
Before my brother's nuptial rites were ended, 
Eo They told me you bad felt ſome: ſudden illneſs, 
1 Where are you. ſick ? Is it your head? our beart? 
= Tell me, my Love, and gaſe my anxious thoughts, 
That! may take you gently in my arms, 
Soothe you to reſt, and ſoften all your pain. 
28 $400 Hor. It were 1 no, let me ſpare ay friend, 
| vþ this fatal ſecret in my breaſt, | 
3 | Nor tell him that which will undo bis dien. 
Ie. What means my Lord? 
„% "Sie Hat faidſt thou, my 1 
Ia. Ala you know not what you ks: me aber: 
a8 w hy are you pale? Why did you {tart and tremble? 
_ ' "Whence is hat ſigh? And wherefore-are your eyes 
| BY rais d to Heav'n ? The fick man thus, 
mT e the ſummons of his fate, 
1 up his feeble hands and eyes for mercy, 
And with-confulion thinks upon his audit. 
Hor, Ohne thou haſt miſtook my ſickneſs. quite 
Theſe pangs are of the ſoul. Wou'd 1 had met 
Slhbarpeſt convulſions, ſpotted pellilences, — <1 | 
Or any.other deadly ſoe to life, -- - | 
Rather than heave beneath this load of, thought. - _ | 
_— © "Lav. Alas! whatis it? Wherefore turn you from me? 
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Why did yon, falſely call me your Lavinia, | | 

= . And ſwear J was Horatigfy better half, 1 SEL Sh 

E Since now you mourn upkindly by yourſelf, 2 | 
* Aod:rob me of my. partnerſhip of ſadneſs? - = = 


_ Witneſs, ye holy pow'rs, who know my crath, 
| - There cannot be a chance in life ſo miſerable, | 
Y © | Nothing ſo very 4 hard but 1 could bear i Its 1 ri TIRE 
Much rather than my love ſhould treat me . 

_ And me like . e WER 74 
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AY me PAR ENT ENT 
Hor. Seek not to know what 1 would ide Non a. 


Bot moſt from thee, I never Knew a pleaſure, | 


Ought that was joyful, fortunate, or good, 1 
But ſtraight 1 ran to blefs thee with the ridings, 
And laid up all my happinefs with thee : ' 
But wherefore, wherefore ſhould 1 give thee pain? 
Then ſpare me, I conjure thee; aſk no farther; © 
Allow my melancholy choughts this privilege, 
And let em brood in ſecret o'er their ſorrows, _ 
Lav. It is enough; chide not, and all is welf 0 | 
Forgive me if I faw you ſad, Horatio, 
And afk to weep out part of your misfortunes ; 
] wo'not preſs to know what you forbid me. : 
Yet, my loy'd Lord, yet you muſt grant me this, 
Forget your cares for this one happy day. 
Devote this day to mirth, and to your Altamont; _ . 
For his dear ſake let peace be | in your looks. 
Ev'n now the jocund bridegroom wants your kg | 


He thinks the prieft has but half-bleſs'd his marriage, 


Till his friend hail him with the ſound of j „ 
Hor, Oh never! never! never! Thou art innocenty. 


Simplicity from ill, pure native truth, % 


And candour of the mind adorn thee erer; 
But there are ſuch, ſuch falfe ones in the world, . 
'Twould fill thy gentle ſoul with wild amazement 3 
To hear their ſtory tod. FF 5 
Lav." Falſe ere. my Lord? © y 
Hor. Fatally fair 74% are, and in . Files 
The graces, little loves, and young defires iohabit 
But all that gaze upon em are undone; ; 
For they are falſe, luxurious in their apperites, 
And all the heay'n the oy for is variety. 
One lover to another cceeds, Ae 8 
Another, and another after that, 2 e 
And the laſt fool is welcome as the former, „ 
Till, having lov'd his hour out, he gives place, 
mingles with the herd that goes before him. 
Car there be ſuch ? And have they peace of nid? | 
Hare they, in all the ſeries of their 1 9 99 
One happy hour? If women are fuch things, 7 
How. was 1 formi'd ſo different from my ſe ſex Fs 1 
ly 2 heart is * with * 
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ä Eater Carta, and Lveltta. 1 


— 


Tou take up all the room; as in a cottage 
Which harbours ſome benighted princely Aranger, i 
Where the good man, proud of his hoſpitality, 
Yields all bis homely dwelling to his gueſt, . 
= y keeps a cotner for himſelf. | 
h, were they all like thee, men would adore” em, 
And vp the bus'neſs of their lives be loving; 


9 2 Hy 8m, 


The nuptial-band ſhould be the pledge of peace, 
Ad all domeſtic cares and quarrels ceaſe; _ 
The world ſhould learn to love by virtuous rules, 1 
* nn be no more the jeſt of fools, [Exeunt ! 
$ 2 2 | | ] 


ACT I. "SCENE 1, 


"4 (208 | | 


- cut 
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} E N for ever, Glent as the grave, ( 
Nor let thy fond officious love diſturb | 

] 


My ſolemn ſadneſs with the ſound of joy. 
If thou. wilt ſoothe, me, tell ſome diſmal tale | 
Of pining diſcontent and black deſpair; _ 
For: oh! I've gone around thro*all my ede. 
But all. are indignation, love or ſhame, 
And my dear peace of mind is loſt for ever. 
Luc. Why do you follow ſtill that wand'ring fire 


b ' -  /That has miſled your weary ſteps, and leaves you : | 


Benighted in a. wilderneſs of woe? | 
That falſe Lothario ! Turn from the deceiver; ; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, 14 
Kind as the ſofteſt virgin of our ſex, % S = 
And faithful as the ſimple village-ſwain, - 7 
That never knew the courtly vice of changing. 
Siehe, at your feet, and wooes you to be happy. _ 
Cal. Away, I think not of him. Oe ſad foul”. 
Has form'd a diſmal melancholy ſcene, + 
Such a retreat as I would wiſh to findz: 295 hs « 
An * rale, Setzen with . 2 
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ö 
Moſſy and old, within whoſe loneſome ſhade 12 I 
Ravens and birds ill-omen'd only dwell ; ä 3 
No ſound to break the ſilence, but a brook. 


That bubbling winds among the weeds 3 no mark 2 : I 
Of any human ſhape that had been there, er 9 
Unleſs a ſkeletoo of ſome poor wier, ® 


Who had long ſince, like me, by love undone, | 
Sought that fad place out to 0 — die 4 in. 
Luc. Alas for pity! ! 8 

Cal. There I fin would hide me, hos 12, 
From the baſe world, from malice, and from $a 4 
For tis the ſolema counſel of my ſoul .. 
Never to live with public loſs of honour : | 
'Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the inſolence 
Of each affected the that tells my ſtory, | 
And bleſſes her good ftars that ſhe is virtuous: ' 

To be a tale for fools ! ſcorn'd by the women, 
And pity'd by the men | Oh inſupportable ! bi 

Luc. Can you perceive the manifeſt deſtruction, 
The gaping gulf that opens juſt before you. 

And yet ruſh on, though conſcious of the danger? 
Oh, hear me, hear your ever-faithſul creature! 

By all the good I. wiſh, by all the ill 

My trembling heart forbodes, let me entreat yon 
Never to ſee this faithleſs man again: 

Let me forbid his coming, 

Cal. On thy life 
I charge thee no; my. genius drives me on; 

I muſt, I will behold him once again; ; | 
Perhaps i it is the criſis of my fate, 2 

And this one interview ſhall end my cares. 
My lab'riog heart, that ſwells with indignation, 
Heaves to diſcharge the burden; that once done, 
The buſy thing ſhall reſt within its cell, 

And neyer.beat again. | 

Luc. Truſt not to that: 80 
Rage is the ſhorteſt paſſion of our fouls: 1 
Like narrow brogks, that riſe with ſudden ſhow” ws. 
It ſwells i in haſte, Ay falls again as ſoon; - 

Still as it ebbs the ſofter thoughts flow in, 


2. 
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Cal. 1 have been wrong 'd enough to arm my 7 
Againſt the ſmooth detufion; but, alas? 
(Chide not my weakneſs, gemle maid, but pity me) 
A woman's ſoftneſs hangs about me ful: 4 
Thenglgt me bluſh, and tell thee all my . 
I ſwear I could not ſee the dear betrayer 
| | Kneel at my feet, and ſigh to be forgiven, 
I But my relenting heart would pardon all, 
. And quite forget *twas he that had undone me. 
Luc, Ye facred powers, whoſe gracious providence 
Is watchful for our good, guard me from men, 
From their deceitful tongues, their vows and flatteries ; 
Still let me paſs neglected by their eyes, 5 
Let my bloom wither, and my form decay, ] 
That none may think it worth his while to ruin me, r 
And fatal love may never be my bane. F 
Cal. Ha! Altamont ! Califta, now be wary, 
And guard thy ſouPs acceſſes with diſfembling. 0 
Nor let this hoſtile huſband's eyes explore | 
| Thoſe warring paſſions and tumultuous thoughts 
That rage within thee and deform thy reaſon, 


Enter ALTAMONT... 


1 Begone, my cares, I give you to the winds, 
Far to be borne, far from the happy Altamont ; 
For, from this ſacred æra of my love, | 
A better order of ſucceeding days | 
Comes ſmiling forward, with and locky all. 
Caliſta is the miſtreſs of the year. 
dhe crowns the ſeaſons with auſpicious bo : 
And bids ev'n all my hours be od abt" 27 
Cal If 1 was ever N ſuch happineſs, 5 
Oh ! wherefore did I play th' unthrifiy fool, 
And, waſting all on others, leave myſelf _ 
| Without one thought of joy to give me en 
Alt. Oh, wit love ! ſhalt that Fair face profane 
T ubis thy great feſtival with frowns and ſadaeſs ! | 
 IfwGrit ſha'not be, for I will-woo then 
With fighs fo moving, with fo warm a alten, 
That thou ſhalt catch the Fatle. en from 4M 
And er into %. e | 2 
auen 
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Cal. I tell thee, Altamont, 
Such hearts as ours were never pair'd above, 
Jll-ſuired to each other; join'd, not match'd ; 
Some ſullen influence, à foe to both, 
Has wrought this fatal marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the frame and temper of our minds 
How very much we differ. Ev'n this day, 
That fills thee with ſuch ecſtacy and tranſport, 
To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs it, 
Or think it better than the. day before, 
Or any other in the courſe of time, 
That dully took its turn, and was forgotten. 
Alt. If to behold thee as my pledge of happineſs ; 
To know none fair, none excellent, beſide thee : 3 
If ſtill to love thee with unweary'd conftancy, 
Thro' ev'ry ſeaſon, ev'ry change of life, 
Thro' wrinkled age, thro' fickneſs and misfortune, | 
Be worth the leaſt return of grateful love, a 


_ 


O then let my Caliſta bleſs this day, | [4 

And ſet it down for happy. — letze ers tied 
Cal. Tis the daß rd heme}, 

In which my father gave my very to e Alumont; | 2 175 


Hs ſuch [ will remember i it for ever. Ne 


Enter Sciorxo, Hozartio, and 1 


Sei. Let mirth good, ler pleaſure know no- peuſe, 
But fill up 2 minute of this day. 


'Tis. yours, my children, ſacred to your leer: wm 0 
The glorious u 


o himſelf for you looks gj. 
He ſhines for Altamont and for Caliſta. 

Let there be muſic, let the maſter touch: + A 
The ſprightly ftrin » and ſoftly-breathing fute, 
Till harmony rou 4 ev'ry gentle aſſion, . 
Teach the cold maid: to loſe her fears in love, 


And the fierce youth to languiſn at her feet. 
Begin : ev'n age itſelf is cheer'd with muſic, 497 00 4 
It wakes a glad: remembrance of our youth,” | 


Calls back paſt joys, and warms us into augen, r 


n „ 
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When preft by Join ' tempeſtuous wind, 

Flees feifter from ube voice of my r. 
Nr caſts un projing 1 behind.” | 


Sci. Take care ug gates be open, — 


All who rejoice with e 80. day ure friends: 
Let each indulge his genius, each be glad, 

ocund and free, and ſwell the feaſt with 440 

ſprightly bowl ſhall cheerfully go round, 

None ſhall be L nor too ſoverely wiſe; 
| Loſſes and diſappointments, cares and poverty, 
The rich man's inſdlence, and great man's ſcorn, 
Isa wing. (hall be forgotten all. Tomorrow -- 
5 be too ſoon to ahiwk; and to be wretched. | 


A 1 
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| — 4 


1 Pointing to Alt. and Clit, 


8 bid. and I have life 


Mae Host. 
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I privately weor: forth and ſought Lothavio?- 

This letter may be forg'd'; perhaps the dee. 
Of his vain youth to. ſtain a 's fame; 

8 Perhaps bis — to diſturb my friend, „ 
Ob no! my heart forebodes it muſt be true. 
3 ev'n now I m mark d the ſtarts of MY 
Thatſhook her ſoul, tho 
Se her dark chooghts, and ſer to mens: "i 
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iet was face of innocence and betuty! 50 1 
rance ! what is all our ſovereig = REY = 
9 pow 2 'when they oppoſe their . 5 1 
Still 52 prevail, and we are ya, their fools. | "oY 
With fuch ſmooth: looks, and many a gentle word, 
The firſt Ihr ſhe- beguil'd ber eaſy Lord; | 
oo Bind with love and beauty to beware, | 2 
He «fel unthinking, in the fatal ſnare; þ I 
Not call believe that ſuch a heav ly face — 
| 55 with the dev'l to rn her wretched rice. 
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ga + ; 5 . 
Tze Street near Sciolto's Palace. 70 


Enter Lor kan! oand ROA Mo. RR 
Loth. To tell thee, then, the purport of my Souls; „ IH 


be loſs of this fond paper would not give me „„ 
\ moment of diſquiet, were it not | 33 
y inſtrument of vengeance on this Altamont; ne op AE 

[ herefore I mean; to wait ſome opportunity 1 


f ſpeaking with the maid we ſaw this morning. 
Ref. I wills you, Sir, to think upan the danger 
f being ſeen; to · day their friends are round em, 
nd any eye that lights by chagce'on you, | | 3 
ball = OI * to che hazard. | * 
ag By res EY confer aft. = 
Hor. Still I muſt doubt bowe ee aan 


A, 


ome artifice beneath. Lothario's father 1 77 
„ ew himswell z be was ſagacions, eunnin , 2 
ent in words, and bold in peaceful coun 155 

ut of a cold unactive hand in wur; N OR 


et, with theſe coward's virtues, he undid 


pf fame miſtakes not, is more ho, 
ore pen and:woartfal—Ha ! he's here! [Seeing him, 
Leib. Damnation ! he again ! This ſecond e : 
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To the earth's utmoſt Tons e I aden * 


No ſhape that artful fear eber form'd. ſhould hide him, 
That I ſhould baſely hide me from his anger, 


” are their thoughts, and open are their tempers. 
Still are they found in the fair face of day, 


And ſhock the 
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Far. I ſought you, Sir. Je l h 
Loth. Tis well then d am Hand. 
Hor, Tis well you are. * wan e wrongs my 


k friend * 
No place, tho' e er fo holy, ſhould protect him; 


Till he fair anſwer made, and did wa juſtice. 

Lath. Ha! doſt thou know me? that I am Eothario? 
As great a name as this proud city boaſts of. | 
Who. is this mighty man, then, this Horatio, 


Eaſt he ſhould chide me for his friend's diſpleaſure ? 
Hor. The brave, tis true, do never ſhun the light, 


reely, without diſguiſe, they love and bare; 


And Heav'n and men are Judges of their actions. 
Loth. Such let em be of mine; there's not a purpoſe” 
Which my ſoul ever fram'd, or my hand ated, 
But I 21 well have bid the world look on, 
And what I once durſt do, have dard to juſtify. 
Hor. Where was this open boldneſs, this free ſpirit, 
When, but this very morning, I ſurpriz d thee, 
In baſe, diſhoneſt privacy, conſulting 
And bribing a poor mercenary wret cht. 
To fell her lady's ſecrets, ſtain her . 1 
And, with a forg'd contrivance, blaſt her — 9 
At ſight of me thou fled'ſt! Fa | 
Loth. Ha! fled from thee! a 
Hor. Thou fled'ſt ! and 3 was on ae like a thief, 
A pilferer deſery d in ſome dark corner, 
Who there had lodg'd with miſchievous jntent./ 
To rob and ravage at the hour of reſt. 
And do a midnight murder on ons bly 
Loth, Slave! Villain! Mods ff 
[Ofers: to Hemd Raſsano 1 Lin 
Ref. Hold, my Lord! dal where you are, 
Think how unfafe and hurtful to your: honour - 24; 3 
It were to urge a quarrel in this place, naght -- 
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Loth. r ſince thou dolt ovoke Mr : 


1 wou'd nor for” ws wear, i alf” 3 1 
Which the Tea wafts to our Ligarias gore, . 
But that the joys I reap'd with that fond Ghote | 
The wife of Aſtamont, ſhould be as public FR 
As in the non day ſin, air, earth, or water, 
Or any cohmon benefit of nature :_ 
1M Thio&W thou 1 meant the ſhame ſhould 'be conceal TY 
Ob no by hell and vengeance, all J wanted 
Was ſome ſit meſſenger to bear the news 3 
To the dull doating huſband ;\ now T bave fo und him, 
And thou art he. * 
Hor, 1 hold thee baſe e nough. | 
To break through law, 5 ſpurn at ſacred order, 
And go a bruta og ury like this; 
Yet, mark me 25 .young Lord, I think Califta' 
Too nice, too noble, and too great of ſoul, 
To be the prey. of ſuch a thing as thou art. 
'Twas baſe and oor, unworthy of a min, 4 
To forge a ſcro o villauous and looſe, 3 3 
And mark it wich a noble lady's names 
Theſe are the mean, Aülboneft arts of cowards, 
Strangers to o manhood: and to lorious davgers, 1 1 
Who, bred at home in idlenels and Rot...” 5 i 
Ranſack for miſtre es th“ unwholeſome ſtews, Hts N 
And never kndy the worth of virtuous Jove. "FA : 
Lotb. Think A bon 1 forg'd. the letter ? think Is” Kill, | 1 


. FL 
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ſe | 


'Till the broad "pak comes ſtaring f In, thy face, i 
And Boys ſhall hoor the cuckold as he paſſes. i aty. as wo 
er Hes. 850 4% woman could deſcend ſo o : mf 
A ſkipping, dn worthleſs tribe you. are, REIT m „ 
Fit only 2 — uh vou herd together; US 3 Ee: 
And, 7 g glaſs warms your vain barks r 4 
[You talk oft beauties. that you never fon, i | 


And fandy raptures that you never knew a Rage 5 1 


bin Legends of ſaints, who never yet had bein, „ 3 
Or, being, ne'er were ſaints, are. not 71 falſe N 

uu the fond tales Which you re 985 of 1 ove. 18 1 1 

n 21 m 341 5: ure 5 91 5 
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You blalt the fair TTY lies 
Hate you like age, like vglineſs jr = — p ; 

Rather than make you bleſs'd they won: die virgins, 

Andi ſtop the propagation of mavkind, 1 

4 Loth. 1 is the curſe of fools to be ſecure, 

. And that be thine and Altamont's : Dream on, 

Nor thiok upon my vengeance till thou feel'lt it, 

1 Hor. Hold, Sir, another word, and then farewell; 

= Though I thiok greatly of Caliſta* $ virtue, 

1 And hold it far beyond thy power to hurt; 

= Yet, as ſhe ſhares the honour of my Altamont, 

=”, , That treaſure of a ſoldier, bought with blood, 

A And kept at life's expence, I muſt not have | 

Mark me, young Sir) her very name profan d. 
arn to reſtrain the licence * our Tpeech; 
Tis held you are too laviſh': when you are wt 
Among your ſet of fools, talk of your drefs, * 
Ol dice, of whores, of horſes, and yourſelves =o 
Tis ſafer, and becomes your underſtandings, ' om 
 Loth. What if we paſs beyond this ſolemn whe - 
And, in defiance of the ſtern Horatio 
 Ladulge our gayer thought, let laughter looſe, 
And uſe his ſacred friendſhip for our mirth? © 
Hor. Tis well, Sir, you are pet 7 
8 Loth. By the jo 1 75 

Which my ſoul 4 yet uncontroul'd purſu d, 

4 oy 1 would not turn afide from wy leaft Plenfure, 

2 Though all thy force were arm'd to bat my way; 
But, like the birds, great Nature's happy commoners, 
That haunt in woods, i in meads, and flow'ry * 
Rifle the ſweets, and taſte the choiceſt fruits, 
| Yet ſcorn to aſk the lordly owner's leave. 

Her. What liberty has vaio preſumptuous 225 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare provoke me unchaſtis'd ? 
But henceforth, Boy, 1 warn thee, Mun my walks; 1 

„If, in the bounds.o of yon forbidden lace, Ea «+ 
Again thou'rt found, expect a puniſhment, 5 , to 4 
Such as great fouls, inpatient of an ſary, 1 
Exact from thoſe whagyrong em much, ev'n death, 
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Shall print a thodfind wounds, tear thy *. form, 
And ſcatter thee to all the winds of Heay'n. 
Leth, Is then my way in Genoa preſcrib'd 
By a dependant on the wretched Altamont, 
A whthe Sir, that brawls for him in taverns, 
And vouches for his valour's reputation? 
Her. Away, thy ſpeech is fouler than thy manners, 
_ Toh. Or, if If there be a name more vile, his paraſite ; 
A beggar's paraſite ! 
Hor. Now learn humanity, 
[Offers to ftrike him. Roſſano interpoſes. 
Since brutes and boys are only went with blows. 
Loth. Damnation os bey draw, 
Rof. Hold, this goes no farther here, 
Horatio, tis too much; already ſee 
The crowd are gath'ring to us. 
Loth. Oh Roſſano! [3% 
Or give me way, or thou'rt no more my friend. 1 
Rof. Sciolto's ſervants too have ta'en the alarm 
You'll be oppreſt by numbers: be advis'd, _ 
Or I muſt force you hence; take't on my word 
You ſhall have juſtice done you on Horatio, 
Put up, my Lord. - 
Loth. This wo'not brook delay; 
Weſt of the town a mile, among the rocks, 
Two hours ere noon to-morrow I expect thee, 
Thy * hand to mine. as | 
Hor, l' meet thee there. © 6h . 
Loth. To- morrow, oh my better lars? to-morrow 
Exert you influence; ſhine ſtrongly for me; 4. 
'Tis not a common conqueſt 1 would gain; k 
Since love, as well as arms, muſt grace my triumph. 
| [Exeunt Lothario and Roſſano. 
Hor Two hours ere noon to-morrow ! ha, ere that 
He ſees Califta ! Oh unthipking fool bs 
What if 1 urg'd her with the crime and danger? 
If any ſpark from Heav'n remain unquench'd 65 
Within wh br-aſt, my breath perhaps may wake i TY 
Cou'd I but proſper there, I wou'd not doubt 
My combat with that loud vain-glorious boaſter. 
Were you. ye fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 
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ny of your ſex would not in van, 

of bed en vyows-and faithleſs men complain. 
Of all the yarious wretches love has made, 
How few have been by men of ſenſe berray'd'? 
Convinc'd by reaſon, Joh your' ow'r confeſs, <p ? 


; * 
4 3 * 


Pleas'd to be happy, as you're ple eas d to bleſs, 
And conſcious of Four worth, can hevey, fore you leſs. 


1 ms" is a 1 93 Exit. 
4 4 „ 38 2 
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An apartment in Sciolto's Palace. 
Emer Scaopro . 


4 
- 


1 


OW. b my life, bonour, dis too. much-; 
NY * not mark I rhee, yayward AS Rap rs, 


Perverſe aud ſullen all this day of joy ? 
When every heart was cheer d; and mirth weat wound, 
Sorrow, diſpleaſure, and repining anguiſh, 
Sat on thy brow; like ſome malignapt . 
Foe to the harveſt and the healthy yea 
Who ſcouls adverſe, and Jours upan Try world? 
When all the other ſtars, with genile a — 
Propitious ſhine, and meaning good to 
Cal. Js then the walk af Jury half +. £8 42 
Has not your daughter gix u N ta e 
1 Yielded the native freedom of 155 will, 
| | To an imperiaus huſband's lord] 217 Regs 
5 To gratify a father's ſtern c: 1 
i Vo oft zhou complain 2. N 1 
or pity do not . W 8 
1%, in delpize af all my now d.obedience,. © - 4 
A ſigh breaks out, or à tear falls by. chagce: #; Fa B 
For oh ! that ſorro which bas drawn your a, . 
T 
8 
6 


rr 


Is t » ſad natite of Caliſta :s breaſt, > Wb 
And once will pever quit its dwelling, 


i Till life, the prop of. al; Nel ſen lng "ou 
I N tumble dows and wender Bug iin. 1 = 0 
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Sci. Now, by the ſacred duſt of that dear faint 
That was thy mother, by her wond'rous goodneſs, 
Her ſoft, her tender, moſt complying ſweetneſs, 
I ſwear ſome ſullen thought that ſhuns the light, 
Lurks underneath that ſadneſs in thy viſage. 
But mark me well, though by yon Heav'n 1 love thee 
As mach, I think, as a fond parent can, 
Yet, ſhould'ſ thou (which the pow'rs above forbid) 
E'er ſtain the honour of thy name with infamy, 
I caſt thee off, as one whoſe impious hands 
Had rent aſunder Nature's neareſt ties, 
Which, once divided, never join again. 
To-day I've made a noble youth thy huſband : 
Conſider well his worth, reward his lov?, | 
Be willing to be happy, and thou art ſo. [ Exit Sei. 
Cal. How hard is the condition of our ſex, 
Through ev'ry ſtate of life the ſlaves of man 0 
In all the dear delightful days of youth, 
A rigid father dictates to our wills, 155 
And deals out pleaſures with a ſcanty hand. 
To his the tyrant huſband's reign ſucceeds ; 
Proud with opinion of ſuperior reaſon, 
He holds domeſtic bus'neſs and devotion 
All we are capable to know, and ſhuts us, 
Like cloiſter*d idiots, from the world's acquaintance, 
And all the joys of freedom, Wherefore are we 
Born with high ſouls, but to aſſert ourſelves, 
Shake off this vile obedience they eat; 
And claim an equal empire o'er the world! 


Enter Hon A 10. 


Hor. She's here ! yet oh ! my tongue 1 at A 8 11 "1 I 
Teach me, ſome pow'r, that happy art of ſpeech, 1 1:2 
To dreſs my purpoſe up in gracious words, : , + 3 
Joch as may ſoftly ſteal upon her foul, et 
- [Wl And never waken the tempeſtuous paſſions. Find os Of 575 7; 1008 
By Heav'n ſhe weeps Forgive me, far Caliſta, 
I-preſume, on privilege of friendſhip, | 
To join. my grief to yours, and mourn. the evils 
That hurt your peace, and quench thoſe eyes in tears... 
Cal. To ſteal unlook'd for on my Een vate ſarrow, - 
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But rather means the ſpy. n ä 
Hon. Unkindly: (aid + - L BE Fs WER | | 
For oh 1. 48 ſure as you. WEIL fallely | ad fg: 4 
I came ta prove myielf Califta's friend. 
Cal. You are end momma friend, the Giend f AL 
©, 7tamont.” + 
Hor. Are you aet ene? are you not join'd by Hear 'n? 
Each inter woven with the ather's fate; 
Are you not mix'd like ſtreams of weeting rivers, 
Whole blended waters are no more 1x 
But roll into the ſea one common flood? 
Then, who can give his friendſhip but to one? 
Who can be Al mont's and not Caliſtas? - 
Cal. Force, and the wills of our imperious rulers, 
May bind two bodies in one wretched chain; 
But minds will till look back on their own N 
So the poor captive in a foreign realm, 
Stands on the are, - and ſends his wiſhes bank, 5 
To the dear native land from hence he came. 
Hor, When fouls that: ſkould/agree to will the ſame, 
To have one common object for their wiſhes, - 
Look different ways, regardleſs of each other, 
Tbink what a train of wretchedneſs enſues : 
Love ſhall be baviſh'd from the genial bed, 
Taye night nah all be lonely and unquiet, 
And ey Ty day ſhall be a day of cares. 
Ca. Then all the boaſted office of thy friendidip, 
WEST 2 * but to tell Caliſta what a ureteh n 2 b in | 
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And teach hen ſteps to know: the paths of peace. 
Cal. Say thou, 0 WhO bis paradiſe.is kh, 
Wöbere lies the-bliſsfut region? marh my por oe o oy 
| For, ob 1+ Ys fare 1 long b be ar let 
Hor. Then—te bo goôd is to be happy 

Are happier than - mank ind, dete he ure buen T3 
Conn i dhe ſource of ſorrow; dis the fend mn nel! 
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But reſt in everlaſting; peace of mind 112 
And find the height of all their heav'n 10 . 7 
Cali nnd hat bold paraſite's oſſtejous * | 
Shall date to tax Caliſta's name. with guilt? n 
Hor. None ſhould : but tis @ buſy, talking world,. | 
That, with licentious breath, blows, like the wind, 
As freely on the palace as the cottage. _ 
Cal. What myſtie riddle lutks beneath thy words, 
Which thou would'& ſeem unwilling to exptele, | 
As if it megnt diſhonour to my virtue? | | 
Away with this embiguous ſhuffling . ; 
And let thy oracle be underſtood, 4 N 
Hor: Lotharia | 
Cal. Ha ! what would'f thou mean 1 him? 1 
Hor. Lothario and Caliſta !——— Thus they join, 
Two names which Heav 'n decreed ſhould never meet; 
Hence have the talkers of this popuſbus city | 
A ſhameful tale to tell for public ſport. 8 
Of an unhappy beauty, a falſe fair one, 3 15 
Who plighted to a noble. youth her faith, iy 
When ſhe had given her honour to a 4 : 
Cal. Death and conſuſion 1 have I liv'd to this? 1 
Thus to- be treated with unmaaly inſolence 
To be the ſport of a looſe ruffian's tongue! 

Thus to be us'd ! thus, like the vileſt creature 
That ever was à ſlaye ta vice and wfamy 1 | 
Hor. By honour and. fair truth you wrong me. — : 
For, on my ſoul, nothing but ſtrong neceſſi y 

Cou'd urge my tongue to this ungrateſul office : 
I came with frong reluctance, as if death 
Had ſtood acroſs my way, to 3 your honour, 
Yours and Sciolto's, | yours and Altamont' s;: 
Like. one who ventures through d.burning pie, +59, 58S 
To ſave his tender wife, with all her brood 
Of latle fendliogs,: from the dreadful ruin. 
Cal. Is this b ia this the famous frieed of Alcanioat f 
For noble worth and deeds of arms renowa de 
Is this! this tale beariag, officious fellow, © 1 
That watches for inte lligenes from eyes: | 
Thigavretched: Angus of à jealous buſbasd. ; 
Thattfills-hia zaſy. cars with monſtrous tales, - the ＋ 
Awake: * ioſs and rave, and wreak at * 
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Bloody revenge on his defenceleſs wife, 
Who guiltleſs dies becauſe her fool ran mad. 
HFlor. Alas! this rage is vain; for, if your lime 
Or peace be worth your care, you muſt be calm, 
And liſten to the means are left to ſave em. 
Tis now the lucky minute of your fate. 
By me your genius ſpeaks, by me it warns you, | 
Never to ſee that curs'd rio more; 
Unleſs you mean to be deſpis'd, be ſhunn'd 
By all our virtuous maids and noble matrons ; 
Unleſs you have devoted this rare beauty 
To infamy, diſeaſes, proſtitution—— 
Cal. Diſhonour blaſt thee, baſe aged dave 1 
That dar'ſt forget my birth and ſacred ſex, 
And ſhock me with the rude unhallow'd ſound. 
b Hor. Here kneel, and, in the awful face of Heav'n, 
Breathe out a folema vow, never to ſee, 
Nor think, if poſhble, on him that ruin'd thee; 
Or, by my Altamont's dear life, I ſwear, - 
This paper !——nay, you muſt not flee 1 This paper, 
Holding ber. 
This guilty paper ſhall divulge your name 
Cal. What mean ſt thou by was N what < conti 
vance 
Haſt thou been fordieg to deceive ad . 
To turn his heart againſt his wretched daughter, 
That Altamont and thou may ſhare his wealth? 
A wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 
The weakneſs of my ſex. Ob for a ſword, 
To urge'my vengeance on the villain” $ hand 
That forg'd the ſcroll ! 
Hor. Behold, can this be forg'd ? | 
Zee where Caliſta's name [Showing the letter near, 
Cal. To atoms thus, 
© [ She ſnatches it from him, and tears it, 
Thus let me tear the vile deteſted fi alſchood, | 
be wicked lying evidence of ſhame. ' 
Hor. Confuſion ! | 
Cal. Henceforth, thou officious fool, 25 
Meddle no more, nor dare, ev'n on thy life, 
Led. ud d och wy ies 


te 21 "wt 


*%. wi ah. 


*%n I ww) 2” 4 oY 9. CCD IRE 


222600 


OO AE Ttfmw>t oO 


* * 
; : T * * 15 Fa. #75 


7. 


2 


H. he rFAIR PENITENT. 41 


] am myſelf the gyandian-of my dana, . 
And uo ut hear Io, iaſolent a monitort. 


i 191 TY 
Enter ALTAMONT. 


Alt. Where n my dares my chain bride 
Joy of my heart, and open 977 5 
The wiſh, and care, and — of my youth F 
Oh !. deter find her, ſnatch her 20 my breaſt! 

And tell her ſhe. delays my bliſs too long, 

Till my ſoft ſaul av 'n ſicens with deſire. 
Diſorder d i —and in tears! Horatio too 

My friend is in amaze What can it mean? 
Tel me, Caliſta, ho has done thee wrong, 
That my ſwift ſwardimay fad out tbe A 
And do thee — port 

Cal. Eurn to him. 

Alt. Horatio! 

Cal. To that inſolent. 

Alt. My friend ! 

Could he do this ! He, — e 

One faith has ever bound us; and one reaſon 
Guided our wills: Have I not found him juſt, 

Honeft as truth itſelf ? And could he break | 

Ibe ſaudtity of friendſhip? Cou'd he wound 

The heart of Altamont in his Caliſta? 

Cal. I thought what juſtice I ſhould ind N e. thee! 

Go fawn upon him, diſten do hie tale, 
Applaud his malice that wou d blaſt my fare, 
And treat me like a common proſtieute, 
Thou art ps. oomfederate in his miſchief, 

And wilt — the legend if he tells it. 

Alt. Oh impious! Wim preſumpons rec halve 
To offer at an injury like that? 


Prieſthood, nor nor age, nor cowardice itſelf, i ESE 08 1 0 ? 1 | 


Shall ſave him from the fury of my vengeance. 
Cal. The man who dar'd to de it was Horatio! 

Thy darling friend ! was Altamont's Horatio! 

But, mark Ko well ! . while thy divided heart 

Doats on a villain that has wrong'd me thus, * 

Novferce'ſhall:drag me to thy hated bed; © ki T9 

Nor gan my cruel father's power do-more 1 1 

bay ſhure: me ia a dloifter; there, well pleas'd, 
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Wer. hardſhips will I learn to beat, 
| ſt and freeze at midnight houts of Ways,” | 
Nos think it hard, within a lonely cell, 
With melancholy ſpeechleſs ſaints to "dwell; 
But bleſs the day I to that refuge ran, 
Free from the marriage-chain, and from that ane t man. 
25 [Exit Caliſta. 
Alt. She's gone; and, as ſhe went, ten thouſand fire 
Shot from her angry eyes, as if ſhe meant 
Too well to keep the cruel yow ſhe made. 
Now, as thou art a man, Horatio, tell me, 
What means this wild confuſion in thy looks, 
As if thou wert at variance with thyſelf, 
Madneſs and reaſon combating within thee, 
And thou wert doubtful which ſhould get the better ? 
Hor. I wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy fate 
Has otherwiſe decreed it; thou haſt ſeen 
That idol of thy ſoul, that fair Caliſta, 
Thou haſt beheld her tears. Bern 
Alt. I have ſeen her weep,” - 
I have ſeen that lovely one, that dear Calif, 
Complaining, in the bitterneſs of ſorrow, 
That thou! my friend! Horatio h thou haſt wrong'd her, 
Hor. That I have wrong'd her! Had her eyes been fed 
From that rich ftream which warms her heart, and 
number d 
For ew'ry falling tear a drop of blood, 
It had not been too much; for ſhe has ruin'd the; 
Ev'n thee, my Altamont | ſhe has undone thee ! 
Alt. Doſt thou join ruin with Califſta's name? 
What is ſo fair, ſo exquiſitely good? 
Is ſhe not more than painting can expreſs, 
Or youthful poets fancy when they love? 
Does ſhe not come, like wiſdom, or good fortune, 
Replete with bleſſings, giving wealth and honour ? 
The dowry which ſhe brings is peace and pleaſure, 
And everlaſting joys are in her arms. 
Hor. It had ben better thou had liv'd a beggar, 
And fed on ſcraps at great men's ſurly doors, 
Than to have match'd with one ſo falſe, ſo fatal. 
Alt. It is too much for friendſhip to allow ther U 
Becauſe Lonely bore the 6 thy 
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Thou doſt avow the barb'rous brutal part. 

And urge the injury ev'n to my face, fv 3 
Hor. I ſee ſhe has got poſſeſſion of thy heart, fad 

She has charm'd thee, like a firen, to ber bed, 
With looks of love, and with enchanting nn of 

| {Too late the tocks and quickſands will 7 bf vi 

when thou art wreck'd upon the faithleſs ſhore, | 

Tea vainly wiſh thou hadft not left thy friend 

ro follow her deluſion. 

Alt. If thy friendſhip . n 2 
Do churliſhly deny my love a room, P 1 
It is not worth my keeping; I diſclaim 3 3 

Hor. Canſt thou ſo ſoon forget what Love been to thee? | 
I ſhar'd the taſk of nature with thy father, 
And form'd with care, thy ae ment vs hal. 
To virtue and to arms. _ 

Thy noble father, oh thou light. young man! Jt 4 
Wou'd he have us'd me thus? One fortune fed v us, 100 4 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both | 
Together flourith'd, and together fell. 

He call'd me friend, like thee : Would he have left me 3 
Thus for a woman ? nay, a vile one. too? : * 

Alt. Thou canſt not, dar'ſt not mean it? Speak again; 3 
Say, who is vile? but dare not name Caliſta. 
Hor. | had not ſpoke at firſt unleſs compell' WF 
And forc'd to clear myſelf; but, ſince thus urg d, 

I muſt avow I do not know a viler. 

Alt. Thou wert my father's friend, he lov'd thee well: 
\ kind of venerable mark of him 4 

Hangs round thee, and protects thee from m vengeance _ 
| RAG dare not lift my ſword againſt thee, 1 1 
But henceforth never let me ſee thee more. 1 aut. N 

Hor. U love thee ſtill, ungrateful as thay art; 

ind muſt, and will preſerye thee from . | 

va in deſpite of thee,  [Holas thn 15 

Alt. Let go my arm. 7 

Hor. If honour be thy care, if thou wouldſt live _ 

ithout the name of credulous, wittal buſband, 7 

Avoid thy bride, ſhun her deteſted bed, 4 
be joys it yields are Falk with RE | 11 9 
| Alt, off „ 4 

e ok a mitiute more is fatal, Me .M 
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Hor. She is potſetett" Kae? Wes 32 


i Alt. Madach and ragibgt © * ite 2 
Hor. Ditonou'l Hy te hu he tit — 
Alt. I pryttier Joo 8 or ch N 
If life be worth the ker of =, 
Hor. By Lothar. 
Alt. Perdition take tie; Ae Gee 
[Strife, him, 


Now, nothiog but thy life can make arohement. 
Hor. A blow! Thod Haft us d me welk [Draws 
Alt. This to thy heat: — 

Boy: Yet hold 1—py Heav'n, his father's in his face: 
Spi te of my wrongs my Heaft runs o'er with tenderneſs, 
And I cou'd rather die myſelf than hurt bim. 

Alt. Defend th 7 for, by my much wrong'd love, 

I ſwear the p Sal ſh; Wa not ſave thee. 
er. Ted 90 0 tod o T dare ink how 
we've liv'd— 
[They fight ; Alt, preſſes on Hor. awho retires. 
Nay? their* tis boat violence ! And thus, © 
Thus Nature bids me guard the life ſhe gave. 


Lavin INIA enters, and runs between their ſwords. 


Lav. My brother! my Horatio! is it * 
Oh ! turn yeur cruel förds upon Lavinia. 
If ou ala} y 2 your impidus rage in blood, 
Behold, ny i eart {Hall give you all her ſtore, 
To fave thoſe dearer ſtreamy that flow from yours. 
A Tis well then ft found à fafeguard; note but this, 
No earth could ſave ew rom my fury. 
26.08% tal deadly found ! FF 
| Hor. Saſecy fron thee! 
— vain. boy ! 'haft Ms ee rev* rence” 
3 my arm, thy firſt, thy great example, | 
Which pointed out the way to noble daring, 


And ſhew'd thee whatit was to be a man? | 
F Lav. What bufy nieddling fiend, what foe to NING. 
+ Could kindle ſuch a Bftord? ? PE Wnt | 
"Thoſe angry Tooks, and moſt"udg 
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Should Qrrerch, me. our, at your relentleſs feet, 
A wretehadf e victim of your fury. 
Hor. BK: 


Unweary 


"ue 


YMith- forgiving, ſcarce could pardon, 


He, who Was all to me! Child! Brother! Friend! 


a With barb'rous bloody malice ſought my life. 


ly cs 701 10 friendſhip, as Heav'n's mercy, | 
tries Wich man's untoward monſtrous wickedneſs, 
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what mace: us foes ? was baſe in 6 


Alt. Thou art my ſiſter, and:1 would not make thee 


WH The lonely mourner of a widow'd bed, 


Therefore thy buſband's life is ſafe but warn him 


No more to know this hoſpitable roof. 
He has but ill repaid Sciolto's bounty; 
We muſt not meet; tis dangerous; farewell. 


[As be is going, Lavinia holds him, 


Lav. Stay, Altamont, my brother, ſtay, if ever 


Nature, or, what is nearer much than nature, 
The kind content of our agreeing minds, 

Have made us dear to one another, ſtay, 

And ſpeak one gentle word to your Horatio. 
Behold, his anger melts, he longs to love you, 
To call you friend, then preſs you hard with all 
The, tender ſpeechleſs joy of reconcilement. 


Lav; Look kindly then! 

Alt. Each minute that | ſtay 
Is a new injury to fair Califta, + 
From thy falle friendſhip to her arg 
There, if in any pauſe of love I re; 
Breathleſs with Bliſs, upon her panting breaſt, 
In. broken melting accents Iwill ſwear, + 
Henceforth to truſt my heart with none but ber; : 
Then own the j joys which on her chartns attend, 
Have more than pak me for my faithleſs friend. 


lt. It cannot, ſha” not be- Nou mult not wax me, 


CAk. breaks from Lav. and 1 ps 


0 Hor. Oh, raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the earth; 
af 4 


It is too much, this tide of flowing grief, 


This wondrous waſte of tears, too much to give 


To an ungrateful friend and cruel brother. 


1d Is there not cauſe for weeping? Oh Horatio! 


4 other and a huſband were my treaſure, 
D TwWas 


1 


46 The FAIR PENITENT. Aa II. 
Tons all the little wealth that poor Lavinia | 
Say'd from the ſhipwreck of her father's fortunes : ' 
One half is loſt already; if thou leav'ſt me, 
If thou ſhould'ſt prove unkind to me, as 1 N 
Whom ſhall I find to pity my diſtreſs, | 
To have compaſſion on a helpleſs wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched head. 
Hor, Why doſt thou wound me with thy ſoft com- 
plainings ? 

Though Altamont be falſe, and uſe me hardly, 
Yet think not I impute his crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forſaken, for I'll keep thee, 
Next to my heart, my certain pledge of happineſs. 
Heav'n form'd thee gentle, fair, and full o goodneſs, | 
And made thee all my portion here on earth: 
It gave thee to me, as a large amends 
For fortune, friends, and all the world beſide. 

Lav. Then will you love me till, cheriſh me ever, 
And hide me from misfortune in your boſom ? 
Here end my cares, nor will 1 loſe one thought 
How we ſhall live, or purchaſe food and raiment, 
The holy Pow'r, who clothes the ſenſeleſs earth 


With woods, with fruits, with flow'rs, and verdaut graſs, 


Whoſe bounteous hand feeds the whole brute creation, 
Knows all our wants, and has enough:to give us. 
Hor. From Genoa, from falſehood and e, 
To ſome more honeſt diſtant clime we'll go; 
Nor will I be beholden to my country | | 
For ought but thee, g partner of my flight. 
Lav, Yes, I will ew thee; forſake, for thee, 
My country, brother, friends, ev'n all I have; 
Tho! mine's a little all; yet, were it more 
And better far, it ſhould be left for thee, 
And all that 1 wou'd keep ſhou'd be Horatio. 

So, when the merchant, ſees his veſſel 4 
Tho' richly freighted from a foreign coaſt, 
Gladly for life the treaſure he would give, .; 
And only wiſhes to eſcape and live. bt 
Sold and his Sains no more employ his ia 22 
But driving o'er the billows with the wind, 
Cleates 10 one faithful plank; and leaves the * 0 

0 hind. 45 . n * Dasgtet 45 Exam 


wad © & 


{7-0 
= 


aq oc a Sl  _ * 


A v. The FAIR PENITENT. a7 


ACT Ww. SCENE TI. 
A Garden. 


Enter ALTAMONT. 


ALTAMONT, 


went what nnequal tempers are we form'd? © 
One day the ſoul, ſupine with eaſe and fulneſs, 
Revels ſecure, and fondly tells herſelf 

The hour of evil can return ao more; 

The next, the ſpirit's pall'd, and ſick of riot, 

Turns all to diſcord, and we hate our beings, 

Curſe the paſt joy, ad think it folly all, | 

And bitterneſs and anguiſh, Oh! laſt night! 

What has ungrateful beauty paid me back | 

For all that mals of friendſhip which I ſquander'd ? 
Coldneſs, averſion, tears, and ſullen ſorrow, 

Daſh'd all my bliſs, and damp'd wy bridal- bed. 

Soon as the morning dawn'd ſhe vaniſh'd from me, 
Relentleſs to the gentle call of love. 

I've loft a friend, and I have gain'd——a wife! 

Turn not to thought, my brain, but let me find 

Some unfrequented ſhade, there lay me down, 
And let forgetful dulneſs ſteal upon me, | EE 
To n and aſſwage this pain of thinking, [Exit 


r breite ier 


Loth. Weep not, my fair, but let the god of love 
Laugh in thy eyes and revel in thy heart; ] 
Kindle again his torch, and hold it hig, 
To light us to new joys ; nor let a though N 
Of diſcord or diſquiet paſt moleſt thee z' 
But to a long oblivion give thy cares, 

And let us melt the preſent hour in bliſs, 

Cal. Seck not to ſooth me with thy falſe endearments, 
To charm me with thy foftneſs : tis in vain; 
Thou canſt no more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 

9 nous of. * and of fond delight "HOY 
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Are waſted all and fled.; thoſe that.remain 

Are doom'd to weeping, anguiſh and repentance. 

I come to charge thee with a long aceouat 

Of all the ſorrows I have known already, 

And all I have to come; thou haſt undone me. 
Loth. Unjuſt Caliſta ! doſt thou call it ruin 

To love as we have done, to melt, to languiſh, 

To wiſh for ſomewhat exquiſitely happy, 

And then be bleſt even to that wiſh's height ? 

To die with joy, and ftraight to live again, 
Speechileſs to gaze, and with tumuſtuous tranſport =— 
Cal. O kt me hear no more, I cannot bear it. 

'Tis deadly to remember; lev that night, 
That guilty night, be blotted from the year; 
Let not tbe voice of mirth or myſic know it; 
Let it be dark and deſolate, no Har rs 
To glitter o er it; Jet it wiſh for light, 
Yer want it ſtill, and vainly wait the dawn; 
For 'twas the night that gave me up to ſhame, 
To ſortow, to perfidious falle Lothario. 
- Loth. Hear this, ye Pow'rs ! mark how the _ deceirer 
Sadly cotnplains of violated truth ; 
She calls me falſe, ev'n ſhe, the faithleſs "In y 
| Whom day and night, whom heav'n and earth „ wha 
Sighing, to vow and tenderly proteſt,” t, 
Ten thouſand times, the would be only wine; 1 4 
And yet, , behold, the has given herſelf away, 
Fled from my arms, and wedded to another, 
'Ev'o to the man whom moſt I hate on — 
Cal. Art thou ſo baſe t' upbraid me with a crime 
Which nothing but thy cruelty could „ 
If id dignat ida, raging in my ſoul 1 
For thy 2 inſolence and. "= 79 vA 
Urg'd me to do a deed of deſperation, - | 
And wound nj! ſelf to be reverg'd on "= 20 2 
Think whe an devote to death and hell, 11 
Whom curſe, undoer, but Lothario, + 
Hadſt thou en „not all Sciolto's:pow'r, : 
Not all the vows and pray'rs of ſighing Altamont, 
Could have prevail'd, or won me to forſake mo”. 
Loth. How have | fail'd in 50 or in Wie : 
= Borns not my flame as _ as at ſirſt ? 
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Ey'a now my heart beats high, I lapguiſh; for thee, . 
My tranſports are as fierce, as ſtrong my wiſhes, q 
As "if thou, hadſt ne'er bleſt me with thy beauty. 
Cal. How didſt thou dare to think that 1 would live - 
A ſlave to baſe defires and brutal, pleaſures, | 
To be a wretched wanton for thy leiſure, 
To toy and waſte an hour of idle time with? 
My ſoul diſdains thee for ſo mean a thought. 
Lathe, The driving ſtorm of paſſion will have way, 
And'I muft yield before it: wert thou cam, 
Love, the poor criminal whom thou haſt, doom'd, 
Has yet a thouſand tender things to plead, 


To charm thy rage and mitigate his fate. 
Enter behind them ALTAMONT. 


Alt. T have loſt my ee e do I live and wakel— 
Cal. Hadſt thou been true, how happy had I been! 

Not Altamont, but thou hadſt been my Lord. 

But. wherefore nam'd I happineſs with thee ? 

It is for thee, for thee, that lam curs'd; 

For thee my ſecret ſoul each hour arraigns me; 

Calls me to anſwer for my virtue ſtain'd, 

My honour loſt to thee; for thee it haunts me, 

With ſtern Sciolto yowing vengeance on me; 

With Altamont complaining for his wrongs 
Alt; Behold him here [Coming pad. 
Cal Ah! * LStarling. 
Alt, The wretch whom thou haſt made! 

Curſes and ſorrows haſt thou heap'd upon him, p 

And vengeance is the only good 1s left. [Drawing, 

 Loth, Thou haſt  ta'en me ſomewhat upawares, tis 

But love and war take turns like day and night, [true; 

And little preparation ſerves my turn, Eat. 

Equal to both, and arm'd for either fiel. 
& 5 +00 been 2 this ant add. | 


41 Nos b haſt talk d too much, thy breath is poiſon 


1, apts he ambient air; this for my father, to me. 
for Sciolto, and this laſt for Altamont. 


ws, * 3 is ene once or or tice, and 
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But dig down deep to find a grave denen, 


True wretohedfibthing of all my kind on earth ! 
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Leib: O Altamost ! thy genius is the Renger, 
Thou haſt prevaifd !—My fierce ambitiohs Toul 
Declining dioops, and all her fires grow pale; 


Yer let not this advantage ſwell thy pride, | 
I conquer'd in my turn, in love I tnumph'ds \ 
Thoſe joys are lodg'd beyond the reach of fate; 


That ſweet revenge comes ſmiling to my thoughts, 
Adorns my fall, and' cheers my heart in dying. Die. 
Cal.” Add what remains for me, beſet with ame, 


Encompaſs d round with wretchedneſs ? There i is F 


But this one way to break the toil and ſcape. 

[She catches up Lothario's word, and l fo il 

el. Altamont runs to her, and wreſts it fron 
8 | 

Alt. What means thy frantic rage? 3 

Cal. Off! let me go. . 

Alt. Oh! thou halt more than mkrder's me; 70 " 
Still art thou here! and my ſoul ſtarts with horror 
At thought of any danger that may reach thee. 

Cal. Think'ſ thou I mean to live to be forgiven ? 
Oh, thou haſt known bur little of 3 | 
Tf thou hadſt never heard my ſhame, if only 
The midnight moon and filent ſtars had ſeen it, 

I wou'd not bear to be reproach'd by them, 


kaf F553 — 


And hide me from their beams. 50 
Sci within,] What, ho! my ſon ! FT. 
Alt. It is Sciolto calls. Colic near, and find me 


2 eee 


Cual 1s it the voice of thunder, or my father? 
Madnefs ! confuſion! Let the ſtorm come on, H. 
Let the tumultuous roar drive all upon me, Pc 
Daſh my devoted bark'! ye furges, break it! 

Tis for my ruid that the tem r Ar 
i, ſunk to the bottom low, 0 
n to; and All be calm again. 
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Didft thou? not wrong the. man who told thee un 
Anſwer me quick- | 
Alt. Oh, preſs me not to ſpeak! em 
Ev'n now my heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will lay me dead. before you K that body, 
And. gueſs my ſhame, my ruin! Oh, Caliſta ! 
Sci. It is enough; but 1 am flow to execute, 
Aud juſtice lingers in my lazy hand: . 
Thus let me wipe diſhonour from my name, | 
And cut thee from the earth, thou ſtain to goodneſs. 
© [Offers to kill Caliſta, Altamont holds him. 
ll Alt. Stay thee, Sciolto, thou raſh father, ſtay, 
MW Or turn the point on me, and thro? my breaſt 
Cut out the bloody paſſage to Caliſta ; | 
So ſhall my love be perfect, while for her wo 
I die, for whom alone 1-wiſh'd to live. : 
ll Cal. No, Altamont! my heart. that ſcorn'd thy lore, 
Shall never be indebted to thy pity; _ 
Thus torn, defac'd; and wretched as 1 fem, 
Still I have ſomerhing of Sciolto's virtue. 
Yes! yes, my father, I applaud thy juſtice: _ 
Strike home, and 1 will bleſs thee for the blow: 
Be merciful, and free me from my pain; 
'Tis ſharp, tis terrible, and I cou'd curſe 
The cheerful day, men, earth, and heav'o, and thee, | 
Ev'n thee, thou venerable good old man, 1 
For being author of a Wretch like men 1 7 
Alt. Liſten not to the wildneſs of her raving... 
Remember nature ſhou'd thy daughter's murder _ 
Defile that hand, ſo juſt, ſo great in arm, 
Her blood wou'd r eft upon thee to poſterity, 539715 
Pollute tlly dame, I fully all thy wank; |! 11-6) 
Cal. Have I not wrong d his gentle nature much? 
And yet behold him 1 7 5 for my life! 
Loſt as thou art to virtue, oh Caliſta !,.,, 
1 think thou canſt not bear to be outdone of. 
They: en-haſte 55 die, and be oblig d no more. 
Fe, Thy pious care vn me time to think, 
Aud ſav'd me don 2 cin Pen reſt, my ſword ; 
es bonour have I kept thee ever facred, 
*- WF; will 1 Kain thee with a raſh revenge: 


51 
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But, 
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huet, mark me well, I will have juſtice done; 
Hope not to bear away thy crimes "anpunilh'd, * 
I will ſee juſtice executed on the, 
Ev'n to a Roman ſtrictueſs; and thou, Wild, 
Or whatfoc'ef"thoa art that plead'ſt within me, 
Be ſtill, thy tender ſtrugglings are in van. 
Cal. Then am 1 doom 'd ts live, and hear your tri 
umphs? 
To groan beneath your ſcorn and fierce upbraidings, 
Daily to be reproach'd, and have my miſery, 
. At morn; at noon, at night, told over to me, 
Leſt my remembrance might grow pitiful, 
And grant a woment's interval of peace? 
Is this, is this the mercy of a father? 
I only beg to die, and he denies me. 
Sci. Hence from my fight, thy father catoot bear 
thee: © 
Fly with thy y to ſome dark cell, 
Where, on the confines of eternal night, 
Mourning, mis fortune, cares and anguiſh dwell ; 
Where ugly. Shame hides ber opprobrious head, 
And Death and Hell deteſted rule maintain; 1 
There howl out the'temainder of thy life, ©... 
And wiſh thy name may be no more remember'd? 
Cal. Yes, I will flee to ſome ſuch diſmal place, 
And be more curs'd than you can wiſh I were: 
This fatal form, that drew on my undoing, 
Faſting, and tears, and hardſhip ſhall deftroy ; 
Nor light, nor food, nor comfort will 1 know, | 
Nor ought that may continue hated life! 7. \ 
Then, when you ſee me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 
Stretch'd at niy length, and dying in my cave, : 
On that cold earth I mean ſhall be my grave, '. 
Perhaps: you may relent, and, fighing, ſay, , 
At length her tears have waſh'd her ftains away, 
At length tis time her puniſhment ſhould ceafe; 
Die thou, poor ſuff "ring wretch, and be at peace, 
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2 Em ner two or three Servants. 


On your Roos | 
Take care my doors be red ll} that node © 
Paſs out, or enter, but by my appointment. | 
[ Exeunt Servants 
Alt. There i is a fatal fury in your viſage, 
It blazes fierce and menaces deſtruction : _} 
My father, I am fick of many ſorrows, = 
Ev'n now my eaſy heart is breaking with them; 
Yet, above all, one fear diſtracts me moſt, 
] tremble at the vengeance which you meditate 
On the poor, faithleſs, lovely, dear Caliſta. 
Sci. Haſt thou not read what brave Virginius did? 
With his own hand he flew his obly daughter, 
To ſave her from the fierce Decemvir's luſt ; 
He flew. her, yet unſpotted, to prevent 
The ſhame which ſhe might know, Then what ſhould 
I do? 
But thou haſt ty'd my hand. I wo'not kill her; 
Yet, by the ruin ſhe has brought apon us, . 
The commbn infamy that btands us both, 
She ſha'not *ſcape. 
Aft. You E that ſhe Malt die then ? | 
Sci. Aſk me not what, or how I have refoly'd; 
For all within is anarchy and uproar. 20 
Oh, Altamont I what a vaſt ſcheme of joy - 0 
Has this one day deſtrey d! Well did [ bebe. 98 1 
This daughter wou'd have bſeſt d my latter * 
That I haut live to ſee you the world's wonder, 
80 happy, great, and good, that none were like you, 
While I, from buſy life, and care ſet free, 
Had fpent the evening of my age at home, 
Among a little prattling race of our: 
There, like ab old man, talk'd a while, and this! 
Lien down, and ſlept in peace. . Inſtead of this, [ 
Sorrow and ſhame muſt Ae me to af 2 1 
Oh Rama her l damn het! Fl 
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£7 Arm e my Lord! FL 
Roſſano, who but now _ the len. e e 
8 > 
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Has gather'd in the ftreet 2 band of rioters, 
Who threaten you, and all your friends with n, 
Unleſs Lothario be return d in ſafety. i 
Sci. By Heav'a their fury riſes to my wiſh, 
Nor ſhall Misfortune know my houſe alone, 
But thou, Lothario, and thy race ſhall pay me 
For all the ſorrows which my age is curs d with. 
1 chink my name as great, my friends as potent, 
As any in the ſtate; all ſhall be ſummon'd: 
I know chat all will join their hands to ours, 
And vindicate my vengeance. Raiſe the body, 
And bear it in; his friends ſhall buy him dearly, 
I will bave blood for ranſom: when our force 
Is full, and arm'd, we ſhall expe& thy ſword 
| To join with us, and ſacrifice to juſtice. — 
[ Exit Sciolto, 
[The body of Lothario + carried "of by Servants, 


Manet ALTAMONT. 


Alt, There is a ſtupid weight upon my kale, | 
A diſmal ſullen ſtilneſs, that ſucceeds | 
The ſtorm of rage and grief, like ſilent death 
After the tumult and the noiſe of life. 
Would it were death, as ſure tis wondrous like it, 
For I am fick of living; my ſoul's pall'd, 3 

She kindles not with anger or revenge; 

Love was th' informing active fire/within, - 
Now, that is quench'd, the maſs forgets to move, 
And lang to mingle with its kindred earth. 


( tumultuous noiſe, with claſoing of mo a1 
41 @ little diſtance, 


97 0 Lavinia with two Servants, their forks drawn 


1 ſwiftly. a {he to my Horatio's ad 
Nor —_ Bs vain officious cares on me: 

Bring me A) lord, my huſband to my arms; + 

He is Lavima's life } bring him me ſafe, 

And I ſhall be at caſe, be well, and happy-+ + 

[E . . 

Alt. Art thou Date ? Oh 1 what bard'rous hand 

Could wrong thy poor defenceleſs innocence,” 

Aud leave ſuch marks of * thas _ RA 1 
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Lav. My brother 1 O, my heart is full of fears; 
-rhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio died. 1 
ot far from hence, as paſſing to the port, 8 
- 2 mad multitude we were ſurrounded, '' - 
ho ran upon us with uplified ſwords, _ 
nd cry*d aloud for vengeance and Lothario. 
ly Lord, with ready boldneſs, ſtood the ſhock, 
o ſhelter me from danger, but in vaio, 
ad not a party, from Sciolto's palace, 
un' d out, and ſnatch d me from amidft the fray. 
Alt. What of my friend ? | 66 
Lav. Ha! by my joys, tis he, [Looking - out. 
e lives, he comes to bleſs me, he is ſafe! | 


ner HoxA TiO, with two or three SERVANTS, their 
ſavords drawn. 


0, 
1 | . 
1 Ser. Twere at the utmoſt hazard of your life 
o venture forth again 'till we are ſtronger; 

heir number trebles ours. 

Hor. No matter, let it; 

heath is not half fo ſhocking as that traitor ; 

y honeſt ſoul is mad with indignation, 

0 think her plainneſs could be ſo abus'd | 
to miſtake that wretch, and call him friend; - 


A 


cannot bear the ſight. ah 4 


Alt Open, thou earth, 
ape wide, and take me down to thy dark boſom, 
o hide me from Horatio. £17 * 85 
Her. Oh, Lavinia! „ 
elieve not but I joy to ſee thee fafe-: : 
Vou'd our ill-fortune had not drove us hither; 
cou'd even wiſh we rather had been wreck'd 
n any other ſhore, than ſav'd on this. | 
Lav. Oh, let us bleſs the Mercy that vrefery'd we," 
hat gracious Pow'r that ſav'd us for each other; A 
nd, to adorn the ſacrifice of preiſe, | 
r forgivencſs too: be thou like Heav'n, 
„, Nad put Way th' offences of thy friend, 
a, far from thy remembrance. 
bare marked him, b 
i Mo fee if one ſorgiving glance fole 8 e it 
b. Wy park df friendſhip were alive, bs = 


ay 
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Becauſe they are honeſt, and diſdain «villain, 


An infamous, believing,. Buſh, buſband, TIF 


2 © Stood glaring like a ghoſt, and made me. cold v with bor 


That wou'd, by ſympathy, at meeting; glow, 
And ftrive ta kindle up the flame avew;: 
'Tis loſt, tis gong, his is lol quite eſtrangid, 
And knows me for i its counter patt no mom 

Hor. Thou know thy: rule, thy empite in Howie 
Nor canſt thou aſk in vain, command in vain. 
Where Nature, Reaſon, nay, where Love is judge; 
But when you urge my temper to compl7 | 
With what it moſt abhors, I cannot do it. 

Lav. Where didſt thou get this ſullen gloomy. hate? 
It was not in thy nature to be thus: 
Come, put it off, and let thy heart be heafol:, 
Be gay again, and know the joys of I 
The truſt, ſecurity, and mutual renderneſs, 
The double joys, Where each is glad for both: 
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Friendſhip, the wealth, the laſt retieat and lern. 


Secure againſt ill fortune and the world. 
Hor. | am not apt to take a light 8 
But patient of the failings of my friends, 
And wilting to forgive; but when an injury. - 
Stabs to my heart, and raiſes. my reſentment, 
. it js the fault of my rude nature), D 
own I cannot eaſily forgive it. | | V 
Alt. Thou haſt forgot me! | A 
Hor. No Os | | | 
Alt. Why are thy eyes ive: 
Impatient of me then. ſcornfyl and Chae 8 
Hor. Becauſe they Ipeak the meaning of my heart; ; 


mJ > WI 1 


Alt. I've wrong'd thee much, RINGS 
_ Hor True, thou haſt: -—. 

When J forget it, may I be a enen . 
Vile as thyſelf, a falſe perſidious fellow, 


Alt. Ede urong d thee much, and Heay" n vel ri 
veng d it. | 
I have not, fi ince, we, parted, beer at peace, eos” 
Nor known one joy ſincere; our broken n 
Purſu'd me to he laſt retreat of love, | 
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Misfortunes on misfortunes: preſs upon me, E 
Swell oler my head, like waves, and daſh me be: 
Sorrow, remotſe, and ſhame; have torn my ſonal,” 
They hang like winter on my youthfuÞ hopes; . 

And blaſt che ſpring and proviſe'of my ear. 

Lav. So flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a grave, 
To loſe their freſhneſs amomꝑgſt bones and rottenneſs, 
And have their odours ſtifled in the duſt: 


Canſt thou hear this, thou Guel, hard Horatio? N 


Canft thou behold thy Altambat n, 4-4 50 

That gentle, that dear youth! canft thou behold him, 

His poor heart broken, death'in his pale viſage, ' © 

And groaning our his woes, yet ſtand unmot d? 
Hor. The brave and wiſe I pity in misfortune; 

But when ingratgude and folly ſuffer, 


Alt. | woinot aſk thiee | 
To pity or forgive me; but confeſs 
This ſcorn, this/infolence of hate is juſt: Wen E IOAE 
lis conſtaney of mind, and manly in thee, oF e 
But, oh! had Ibeen wrong'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yielding ſoftneſs in my heart 30% 
Cou'd ne'er have ſtood it out, but | had run, 
With ſtreaming eyes, and open ara. 7 7 . 


Hor. | muſt hear no more, ng £5007) at ts 
The weakneſs: is conta gious, I tal exc 1. 


And be a tame fond wrietcehn. . kl 1 


4 


Lav. Where would' it thou Wah! N 
Would'ſt thou part thus? You ſha'not, * imgolible;\” 
For | will bar thy paſſage, kneeling thus + | 
Pcrhaps thy cruel hand may ſpura'me 1 "OY 

But L will throw my body in che RW 
nd thou ſhalt trample o'er. on faithful pam, Fits 
read Rs Wound me, kill me ere thou Lal [ 11 
Alt. not in in Fain thy, p pious, ſuit, I vinia. 2 
have enough tq rid me of my pain. | 
alifta ] thad haſt reach'd my heart before, 
I's make Al ſure my friend repeats the blow; 
_ in the grave our cares ſhall be forgotten, WITTY 
* and friendſhip ceaſe. | T Falls: 
a runs to him, and endeavours to naſe * 


bs 


- 
& X* 


'Tis weakneſs to be touch'd. | | FE Y 


And preſs'd thee cldle, cloſ? 


8 The FATR/PENFTENT;” Aa Iv. 


Lav. Speak te, me, Aliamontt. i 
He faints l be dies! Now taro, a . thy eiawph. 
My brother! But our: cares ſhall end together; 

Here will I lay me; down: by thy dear ſide, if + 
Bemoan thy tos hard, fate, then-ſhare it with thee, 
And never ſee. my eruel lord again. 


[Horatio runs ſo Altamont; ond e ee en 


Hor. It is too much to bear! Lock up, my Altamont ! 
My ſtubborn unrelenting heart has, kill'd him. 
Look up, and bleſs-me;;; tell me that thou liv'ſt. 

Oh ! I bave urg'd thy gentleneſs too far; n revives. 
Do thou and my Lavinia bock forgive me; 


A flood of tenderneſs comes o'er my foul! 


I cannot. ſpeak—l love, forgive, and. pity: thee! — 

Alt. 1 thought that nothing cou'd bave ſtay'd my ſoul, 
That long ere this her flight had reach'd the ftacs; 
But thy known voice has lur'd her back again! 
Methinks I fain wou'd ſet alk right with thee, 

Make up this moſt unlucky breach, and then, 

With thine and Heay?n's forgiveveſs.on my ſoul, 

Shrink to my-grave, and. be at eaſe ſor ever. 5 
Hor. 2 Hear 5, my heart bleeds * thee! ev'n this 


I feel r of diſappointed love., 7: 
Is it not pity that his youth ſhou'd fall, 
That all his wond'rous goodneſs ſhou'd be oy 


And the world;never-know it ! Oh, my Altamont! 


Give me thy ſorrows, let me bear ag ny 
And ſhelter thee from rain! | | 

Lan. Oh, my brother)?! 1 
Think not —— ve will dare i is os 5: [is 
We'll fit all day, and, tell ſad tales af love; 
And when we: light upon Eons, | | 


Some beauty, like Caliſta,” falſe and —_ 
We'll fix cory „ and our complaining there; 
We'll eurſe the aymph that drew the ruin on 
And mourn the. 9 hat was, 255 1 undone. 
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Till the mind burſt with „ This dull 8 


; Nene 
—— 2 13 1 S 


ar 3 3 


at F. 43s 


A Room hung with Back ; on one fide, Lothario's body 


on a bier ; un the other; u table, with a ſeull and o- 
ther OY We and a bd on it. 


n opera on a e in black ; 1 hair 


ang e and diſordered, After muſic a 15 d R 
Pj es and comes forward. | 


:- 


8 O N 8. 
ty 11845. ww midnight e rar, ? 


You who pale and wan appear, 
And fili the avretch'who under with Kay. 
You who wander, ſcream, and groax 
Round the manſions once Jour own, 
Toa whom fill your crimes upbraid, 


is eee with the dead, 


From the eoverts where. you tray, | . 
Where you uri and\ ſhun the day, ; 
From the charnel and the tomb, 
BINS n dae. 


| Fell ber, . . 1 
Du her nie, and come away. 


Chide Cats foe a as TY 1 # Ji 2 ? 
See the fexton "oth his ſpade, n 1% 


, I Odo the grave already made; 


_ Liften, fair one, to thy knell, 
This mafic. ir thy aff ng- bell. | 


Cal. 'Tis velll. Theſe ſolemn ſounds this pomp of 
horror, 
Are fit to feed the Serb my ſoul ; 1015 
Here's room for meditation ev'n ts madneſs, ' TY 


Sleeps 


- 8 5 „ 


The: FAIR;PENITENT. aa v. 


| Sleeps i in the ſocket. Sure the book was left 
To tell me ſomething :—for inftryRion then 
He teaches holy ſorrow, and contrition, 
And penitence ; Is it become an art then ? 
A tick that lazy, dull, luxurious gownmen 
Can teach us to do aver ? Bull 147 is on't 
| row! away the book, 
1 have more real anguiſh in my heart as 
Than all their pedant diſcipline e' er knew. | 
What charnel has been rifled for theſe bones ? ' 
Fie 1 this is pageantry; they look ancouthly, | 
But what of that? if be or-the that own'd em 
Safe from diſquiet fit, and ſmile to ſee 
The farce their miſerable; relies play... 
But here's a fight is terrible indeed! 
Is this that haughty, gallant, gay Lothario ! \ 
That dear perfidious Ah !—how pale be looks t 
5 grim with clotred blood, and thoſe * 
ſcend, ye ghoſts, famaſtic forms of night, 
n all your different dreadful ſhapes aſcend, 
2 match che Re horror if you can. 


Enter Sciot ro. 4 0 MO OY 
Sci. This dead: of night, this ſi lent hour of el. 
Nature for reſt ordain'd, and ſoft tepoſe; 1 
Ard yet diſtraction and\rumultuous | jars 17. — 
Keep all our frghted citizens awake? 
The ſenate, weak, divided, and ; ol 


. drown the voice of law in HE and Laney 
Amidſt the hawks W * The 1 e , 


ur he may ſee thou art not loſt ſo = ag e | 
But ſomeu ba: RN of bis great ſpirit ves 91 4% me 
bs the eee H! en T9} ec © f 


; £ * 
3 ith i Anal 1 ti 1: 100 bann 2 9 i gal 
Ks i; 2 — — 2 om * 2 5 
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A. he FAIR PENITENT. 


e Thou wer once Bein ky Wk 3-446 
My daughter. 5 
— ee 
And never loſt that nabe. 75 
Sei. That's res op 1 yet: a 
Thou wert the very darling pas $oc 3 + 2ATIE: 0 
I-thought the day roo ſhort to gaze upon thee 
That all the bleſſings I could gather for thee, © 
By cares on earth, and by my pray rs to Bare, 8 
Were little for my fondneſs to beſtoww :: En 
Why" didft thov turn to folly then, and curſe me?) 
Cal. Becauſe my ſoul was rudely drawn from . 
A poor imper fect copy of my father, | 
Where goodnefs, and the ſtrength of manly rirwe, 
Was thinly planted; and the idle void 
Filfd up with light belief and eaſy fondneſs; © 
It was becauſe Vlov'd, and Was a woman,” 
Sei. oo thou been honeſt, chou date ben a chi 
16130 ubian; R Ni * 
But of that joy, as of a gem low! oſt, 
Beyond redemprion gone, think we no more. 
Haſt thou e'er dar'd to meditate on death'? 
Cal. I have, as on the end of ſhame and ſorrow. _ 
| Sci. Ha! anſwer me! Say, haſt thou —_— e | 
Tis not the ſtoic's leſſons got by rotem, 
The pomp of words and pedant Gſſertations, 1595 
That can foſtaib thee in that hour of terror :: (1 
Boes have taught eowards to talk nobly of it, 
But when the trial comes, they ſtart and ſtand * 
Haſt thou conſiderd what may "happen after it? 
How thy account may ſtand, and what to anſwer a 
Cal. I've turn'd my eyes inward upon myſelf, 
Where foul 6 , and ſhame have laid all waſte; 
Therefore my foul abhors the wretched avelſing, © 
And longs to find ſome better place of reſt. = 
Sci. Tis juſtly thought, and worthy of that eim 
That dwelt in ancient Latian bteaſts, when * TOO 
Was miſtreſs of the world. 1 would go _ 
5525 tell thee all my purpoſe, but it ſticks * + 8 
ere at. wy heart. and cuntot find a way. ka 4 
"Tat. Then fpare thy telling, if it be a "nol NM 
An A al bad. 


4 1 
ie E 3 Sci 
— * 7 2 Ct, 


* 


„% The FAIRPENITENT. 4a v. 
Sci. Oh ! truly gueſs'd ---- Seeſt thou this trembling 
band? [ Holding up a dagger. 
Thrice Jaſtice urg'd—and thrice tbe ſlack/ning _ 
Forgot their office, and confeſs'd. the father! 1 9 
At length the ſtubborn virtue has prevail'd; 
It nwſt! it muſt be en tale — 24h * m 
| [Giving the dagger, 
And know 5 reſt untaught, 1 wth 1 ue 
Cal. 1 - paderfland Jou: V0. TG 29160 * 
It is but thus, and both are 6066 d. ut 361 5 
[She offers to-hill, herſelf, Sci, catcbes 3004 9 hee, 
Sci. A moment give, me yet a moment's i ea 
The ſtern, the rigid judge has been obey'd, 
Now Nature and the father claim their turns. . n 
I're held the balance with an iron hand. 
And put off ev'ry, tender human thought. 
To doom my child to death; but ſpare my eyes 
The moſt unnatural eln. leſt their ſtrings ak. 
And my old brain ſplit, and grow mad, with horror. 
Cal. Ha! is it poſſible? and is there yet 
| Some little dear remain, of love and tenderneſs, 
= For poor undone. Caliſta, in your heart; 
Sci. Oh! when 1 think what pleaſure I took i in thee, 
4 N joys thou av lt me in thy prattling infancy. 
4 ſprightly wit, and early. blooming beauty, 
2 How I have ſtood and fed my eyes upon the, 
x Then lifted up, my bands, and, vond ring. bleſs'd thee, 
By my ſtrong grief, my heart ev'n melts within me; 
I could curſe: Nature, and that tyrant Honour, 
For making me thy father and 17 es : 
Thou art my daughter ftill! 
Cal. For that kind word. 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the . : 
Weep e on your feet, and bleſs you for tis goodneſs: 
Oh! tis too much for this offending wretch, 4&0 
| This parricide, that murders with her crimes, | 
 _ S$hortens ber father's age, and cuts him off 
Elre little wo half his years be number'd. 
Sei. Win otherwiſe But thou muſt "I 
Cal. That 175 die, it ig my only comfort :: | 
Death is the aas of human nature 


_ life vichgut it _— IT taking: IT 
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Thither the poor, the pris'ner, and the mourner, 
Fiy for relief, and lay their burdens down, | 
Come, then, and take me no to thy cold arms, 
Thou meagre ſhade ! here Jet me breathe my laſt, 
Charm'd with my father's pity and' forgiveneſs, 
More than if angels tun'd theit golden viols, 
; And ſung a requiem to my parting foul. | 
Sci. I'm tg n . this my aroma expert 
me. 448% 
There is [I know not when: of fad Fa TY ( 
| That tells me I ſhall never ſee thee more 5 1 
If it be ſo, this is our laſt farewell, [4 ri bas 
And theſe the parting pangs which Nur feels | 
When ;anguiſh.rends the heart-Ftrings oh. my 
daughter! | [ Exit 800 
Cal. Now think, thou end Caliſta F now behold | 
The deſolation, horror, blood, and ruin, 
Thy crimes and fatal folly ſpread around, 
That loudly cry for vengeance on thy head gd 
Yet Heaven, who knows bur weak imperfe& natures, 
How blind with paſhons, and how prone to evil, 
Makes not too ſtrict inquiry for offences, er 
But is aton'd by penitence and pray'r: _ * 
Cheap recompence! here twou d not be receiy d, 
Nothing but blood can make the expia tion, 
And cleanſe the ſoul from inbred deep pollution. 
And ſee, another injur'd wretch is come FBS 
To call for wy from my tardy hand. 


* Enter. Al TA uon. 


Alt. Hail te to you, horrors ! <hail thou houſe of Jen! 
And thou the lovely miſtreſs of theſe ſhades, 
Whoſe beauty gilds the more than midnight Ro; 
And makes it grateful as the dawn of da. | 
Oh! take me in a fellow-mourner with thee, 
I'll aumber groan ſor groan, and tear for tear; 


And when the fodgtains of thy eyes are-dry; 0x5 


Mine hall ſupply the ſtream, and weep for bh, 
= Cal. I know thee well, thou art the injur'd 9 
Ino com'f to urge me with the wrongs Le done thee; 

But know I ſtand upbn the: brink ue, 1 18 
Aud i in a men meas 20 ſet: me m 9%. bf 
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From ſhame, and reer + en rf 2 7 rfl 
Alt. Falſely, ee | fo einn . 
Doſt thou actuſe me. When did . bl 
Or murmur e ed For thee [ have | wi. 
Forgot the temper of Italian hofbands, + 
And fondneſs has:prevail'd upon revenge: 1 4 
I bore my load of infamy with patience, 
As holy. men do puniſhments from Heav*s, 
Nor. thought it hard, becauſe it came from thaw; 
Oh ! then forbid me not to mourn thy lofs, | 
To with ſome better fate: had rul'd our loves, l 
And that Caliſta had been mine, and true. 
Cal. Oh, Altamont? tis hard for ſouls like mine, 
Haughty andere, 40 yield they've done amis; 
But, oh! behold my proud difdainful heare | * 
Bends: to thy geatler virtue: yes, I own, 
Such is thy truth, thy tenderneſs and love, 
Such are the graces that adorn thy youth, 
That, were I not abandon'd'to deſtruction, - 
With thee I might have liv'd for ages bleſs d, 
And died in peace within thy faithful arms, 
Alt. Then happineſs is ſtil} within our reach: 
Here let remembrance loſe our paſt mis fortunes, 
Tear all records chat hold the fatal ſtory; 
Here let our joys 2 ng 8 —_ on 
In long ſucceſive order 
Cal. What, n 
Alt. Then art thou find 1 tod — 
We'll go together; my advent'rous loo 
Shall follow thee to thoſe uncertain beiops ; : 
Whether our. lifeleſs ſhades are doom'd-to wander. 
n gloomy groves with diſcontemted ghotts, 
Or whether through the upper air we fleet, 
And tread the fields of light, ſtill IH purſue thee, 
Till fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. 
Cal. Oh no Heav'n bas ſome beiter lot in tore 
| 2 co theel with : live and be happy Jong 3: 
Lie Und 


d heart, hat never yet 3&1 


or known the Arts af ours; he ſhall eee 
| Meet thee with rirwes equal te thy mne 


9 


maid that ſhall deſerve thy produc, 


kind uppractis” | 
ag. liſen'd to the falſe ones of thy fen [ 


harm 
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Aa v. Tue FAIR PENTTENT. . 


Charm thee with fweetneſs, beauty, and with ib, | I 
Be bleſs 'd'in 1228 e and: thou i in her. "4 i 4 Ve b ; 4 
A+ 4"; ) 1 114 | . 3 


5 * 
WILL 


* "Enter Horatio. 


Hor. Now mourn indeed, you miſerable pair, 
For now the meaſure'of your woes ts full... 
Alt. What doſt thou mean, Horatio? 1 


Hor. Oh, tis dreadful! r wy 
The great, the good Sciolto dies this montent. : 
Cal. My father! | ING 1 
Alt. That's a deadly ike indeed: ptr AC! wt : 
Hor. Not long ago he privately went forth, 2 
Attended: by but few, and thoſe unbidden 


] heard which way he took; and ſtrai ;gtre purfud Am,, ” 
But found him compaſs'd by Lotharig' s faction, 5 1 
Almoſt alone amidſt the crowd of foes; ;: 1 
Too late we brought him aid, and diove them Ma: Fe) 1 
Ere that this frantie valor had proprok d = 
The death he ſeem'd to wiſn for from their Soden, | 1 
Cal. And doſt thou bear me yet, thou patient rings 3 
Doſt thou not labour with my murd'rous weight? 2 
And yba, ye glitt' ring heav'oly hoſt of dure, r 
Hide your Fair heads in clouds, or I ſhall 'blaſt you. 
For I am all contagion, death and ruin, 
And nature ſickens at me; reſt, thou world, ws Tg 123 
This parricide ſhall be thy plague no note: OY, 
Thus, thus, L ſet thee fre. Tb, berflf 
Hor. Oh, fatal ra(hnefs : | } $3934.43 
Alt. Vhod doſt inſtru me well; 5 to to lengrben life 


Is but to triſte so H 28 bu n 150. » eng OP 4 
[Altamont 6 # rs-to kill himſelfe Horatio prevents him, 


and aur ſis bis fword from bim: IL 4 
Hor. Ha, what means * E 4 
The framtic Altawont ? ſome foe to an "i. EY bf. „ 
Has breath'd on ev ry breaſt contagiogs fury, F 
And epidemic madneſs. I w_ 
Enter SciouTto pate and e Japported, 9 Servets J 
Cal. Oh, my heart !-- 7 $895 hw 
Well may'ſt — fall, for hog mee that fed | 5-1: 1 15608 
Thy vital ſtream is . and runs low. n m 1 : 1 I 
My father ! will you now at laſt forgive ls DN 5 4,142 
15 * all my crimes 40d all your tuff rings, | ++ 68h 


es The FAIR PENITENT. aa v. 


_ I call you once again by that dear name? 
Will you „ ae 
Lift up your hand, and bl me ere I go | 
Down to my dark abode,9 1] wen 

Sci. Alas, my * 8 
Thou haſt 'raſhly ventur'd in a == 45 wo: 
Where life, fame, vimtue, all are wreck'd la; 
But ſure thou'ſt borne thy Faxt-in all the anguiſh, 
And ſmaxted with the ;\then reſt in Neat 
Let ſilence and oblivion bife thy name, 1 
And ſave thee from the of poſterity ; - 5 
And may'R hoy. find. with Heay'n the ſame esel. 
As with thy father here. Die, and be happy. 
Cal. Cadel ſounds! Peace dawns upon my ſoul, 
And every pain grows leſ Oh, gentle Ahamont, n 


Thiak not too at nb inee Kae | - 
Thy cats hah hel] thou excellent young man, St 
| e pray Maſi ws dis to late, i 
yet my geen take. 3 0 hehold thee, ſh 

art their laſt dear objet.—Mercy, Heav'n! WM 


* YL ** 12 +: 17 1 59 „9 7 ein 2 (be dies. tl 
1 Cold, dead and cold! and vet thou art not il © 
chang d. 4 
But lovely fall . Hadi thou a e faults, 
"What heart ſo hard, what virtue ſo 1 GR 
at chat beauty muſt of fance.relemed, 
elted to pity, love, and to Lorginenaſs? 5 
 _ $6. Qh aurtabee from chat fatal abje&, Altamont, 
Come near and let me a9 0047 vec rar 1x OJ 406 #| 
. 'To. thee and brave Horatio veath 
My fortunes ay me by. thy noble kater, 
And love my memory as thou haſt dane his z 
For thou haſt heen my ſon Oh. gracious Hear” 1. 
Thou that bag endleſa bleſſings (il in tore | 
For virtue, and for hlial pietyj, 
Lal grief, (diſgrace, and want be fer away, 915 


But multiply thy mercies on his M,jHjjouuvs i. 

Let e goodneſs, * be with h, 

9 55 * IL bis wa — 159775 es dies, 
it al; -k BELhs rt 1 «4:3 7 


"Tot e ee. * i 42S tos "While 
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a The FAIR PENITENT. | Gy 


While I purſue my father and my love, 

And find my only portjon in the grave. _ 
Hor. Fhe ſtorm of grief bear That upon his youth, 

And bends him like a drooping flower to earth. 


Kaiſe him and bear him in. [Altamont is carried of. 
By ſuch examples are we taught to prove | 
The ſorrows that attend unlawful love; 

Death, or ſome worſe misfortunes, foon divide 

The injur'd bridegroom from his guilty bride: 

If you would have the nuptial union Taft, 

Let virtue be the bond that ties it faſt 122 
\ 9 9 k Esceunt omnat . 


The tragedy of the Pa IR PRNIT ENT is one of the 
moſt fi niſned performances - of Mr Rowe; and is ſo well 
known, and ſo frequently performed, that little need be ſaid 
of it hexe, more than that the ground work. is: built: on the 
Far AL Dowry of. Maſſinger. The character of Sciolto,. 
the father, is ſtrongly marked; and that of Horatio, which 
iz the moſt amiable of all characters, is ſo ſuſtained, as to 
ſtrike an audience very forcibly, Caliſta, it has been ob- 

ſerved, deſerves rather to be called the Fair Wanton, than 
r, WH the Fair Penitent; for ſnhe diſcovers not one pang of 
at Ml emorſe till the laſt ad, and even then her diftreſs ſeems to ; 
reſult more ſrom a\ſenſe. of ſhame, than from any conſciouſ- * 
neſs of guilt. | Vw way — 


— 


= pr L 0 AN E. 


| Spoken by Mrs NMR who 1 4a ory 
YOU ſee the tripping yp 1 could find. 20 -* -omh } 


Dearly ſhe paid for breach of good behaviour, . 


Nor could her loving husband's fondneſs ſaue ber. 


Italian /adies ſead but ſcurvy livet, 


There's dreadful dealing with eloping wives ; dr 


Thus bi, becauſe theſe huſbands are obey'd:. 


By force of laws which for themſelves, they, wade... TP 


With tales of old preſcription they confine 


The right of 1 marriage rule to their male line, 5 


And huff and domineer by, right divine. 


Had we the pow'r,. we'd make, the tyrants kr f 


What 'tis to fail in duties which they . 


We'd teach the ſaunt' ring *ſquire, who lover 0 roam, 
Forgetful of his own dear / foul 4s at n 


Who ſnores at night fupinely þ ride, 15 
Twas not for this the' Mw knot. 


T he plodding peity-fogger aud the cit 


WAs 9d. 25 


£ 


Have learn'd at leaſt this modern WAY +, wit : : 


Each ill. bred ſenſeleſs regue, thol ne er , 
Has ib impudence to think his wife a fool; © 
He ſpends the night, where merry wane reſort, 
With joking clubs and eighteen-penny Port; 
While ſhe, poor ſoul. contented to regale, 
By a ſad ſea coal fire, with wigs and ale: 
Well may the cuckold making tribe find grace, 
And fill an abſent bucband's empty place. 
1f you won d ere bring conſtancy in aſbion, 
You men muſt firſt begin the reformation. 
Then ſhall the golden age of love return, 
No turtle for her wand ring mate /hall mourn, 
No foreign charms ſhall cauſe domeſtic firiſe, 
But ev'ry married man /hall toaſt his wife ; 
__ Phillis all not be to the country ſent, 

For Carnival in town, to keep a tedious Lent: 
Lampoons ſhall ceaſe, and envious ſcandal die, 


And all ſpall live in Peace, lite my good man and I. 
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